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Fourth :  EFFICIENCY  OF  PRODUCTS.  All  Webster  Specialties  are,  we 
believe,  the  best  in  the  line,  having  been  tested  and  perfected. 

Finally :    RESULTS.     After  all  is  said  and  done,  it  is  results  that  count. 
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efficient  operation,  but  easy  control,  convenience  and  comfort 
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WE    SOUGHT 

For  Our  Eyes, 

A  light  of  large  flame  area. 

For  Our  Health, 

A    light   producing   heat   for 
ventilation. 

For  Our  Purse, 

The  maximum  of  light  at  the 
minimum  of  cost, — 

Hence, 

WE  GOT 


The  Incandescent  Gas  Light 
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FIFTY  GOLDEN  YEARS. 

(Summary  of  Sermon  given  by  Archbishop  Ireland  on  the  occasion  of  the 
Golden  Jubilee  of  Archbishop  John  Joseph  Keane.) 

HE  prelate  whom  to-day  it  is  our  joy  to  honor  has 
read  his  mandate,  which  I  dare  not  disobey.  It  is 
-jl  that  my  discourse  be  brief;  that  its  theme  be  not 
that  of  praise  or  eulogy,  but  simply  a  reminder  of 
the  favors  granted  to  him  during  his  long  career 
by  the  Almighty  God,  and  of  the  responsibilities  those  favors 
have  imposed  upon  him. 

I  follow  his  wishes,  all  the  more  readily  as  in  my  own 
judgment  jubilees  find  their  proper  celebration  in  silent  com- 
munings with  the  Almighty  God,  rather  than  in  listening  to 
noisy  words  of  congratulations  for  deeds  done,  or  supposed  to 
have  been  done — plaudits  for  those  deeds  by  fellowmen  whose 
judgment  is  often  at  fault,  whose  tributes  are  of  slightest 
value  in  presence  of  that  eternity  whose  verdict  alone  should 
be  coveted  by  the  true  servant  of  God.  For  God  and  in  God 
we  should  live :  to  God  be  it  left  to  tell  our  praises  at  the  su- 
preme moment  of  judgment. 

The  favors  then,  Beloved  Friend,  falling  upon  you  from 
Heaven,  I  will  strive  to  tell.  Be  it  the  function  of  your  own 
conscience  to  say  how  far  in  thought,  word  or  deed  you  have 
responded  to  those  favors. 

The  favors  are  many  in  number  and  weighty  in  responsi- 
bilities. Time  itself  is  a  valued  favor.  Yours  has  been  a  career 
of  more  than  three  quarters  of  a  century.  Time  is  precious  in- 
asmuch as  every  hour  is  an  opportunity  to  serve  God  and  fel- 
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low-man — an  opportunity  to  win  merit  on  the  battlefield,  to  fit 
oneself  for  closer  union  with  God  in  eternity,  for  richer  re- 
ward in  the  possession  of  God's  own  felicity.  Be  thankful, 
then,  that  the  opportunity  was  a  vast  length  of  years,  rich  in 
occasions  of  self-oblation  and  earnest  service.  It  is  sometimes 
said  that  the  good  die  young.  The  good  die  whenever  God  calls 
them;  but  those  who  die  young  have  missed  opportunities  of 
protracted  valor  and  more  intense  loyalty.  The  longer  the  bat- 
tle, the  more  precious  the  reward  to  him  who  has  faltered  at 
no  point  of  the  ordeal,  on  no  part  of  the  ever- widening  combat. 
Well  understood  and  rightly  used,  time  is  one  of  God's  great 
favors.    This  favor  has  been  yours. 

Then  there  came  to  you  a  blessing  reserved  to  the  few 
chosen  ones — that  of  the  priesthood.  Fifty  years  a  priest! 
Fifty  years  in  that  intimate  closeness  with  the  Master  to  which 
the  priest  alone  is  admitted!  Fifty  years  of  service  to  fellow- 
man  as  the  agent,  the  representative,  the  apostle  of  Jesus 
Christ!  Fifty  years  of  service  to  immortal  souls  in  the  shed- 
ding out  upon  souls  the  truths  of  eternity,  in  the  pouring  upon 
them  all  the  graces  of  Calvary !  Of  priests  it  was  once  said  by 
Christ  Himself:  "I  will  not  now  call  you  servants;  for  the 
servant  knoweth  not  what  the  Lord  doth.  But  I  have  called 
you  friends,  because  whatsoever  I  have  heard  of  my  Father,  I 
have  made  known  to  you."  "Other  Christs"  is  the  appellation 
given  to  priests  by  an  authorized  pen.  "Other  Christs,"  in- 
deed, priests  are  so  far  as  the  agent  working  within  the  limits 
of  his  commission  is  the  same  as  the  principal.  As  Christ  did, 
so  does  the  priest — offering  the  sacrifice  of  Calvary,  preaching 
"as  one  having  authority,"  begetting  souls  to  God  in  Baptism : 
forgiving  sins  to  the  penitent:  distributing  to  the  loyal  Chris- 
tian the  food  of  eternal  life,  Christ's  own  body  and  blood.  The 
sublime  office,  the  exalted  work  of  the  priesthood,  Beloved 
Friend,  were  yours  for  fifty  years.  Angels  themselves  would 
envy  you  this  mission.     During  all  eternity  it  will  be  yours  to 
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thank  God  for  your  priesthood :  it  is  yours  to-day  to  thank 
Him  with  all  the  warmth  of  your  love,  with  all  the  fervor  of 
your  heart. 

And  then  came  to  you  the  episcopate.  For  thirty-eight 
years  you  have  been  a  bishop,  the  possessor  of  the  plentitude 
of  the  priesthood,  with  corresponding  vastness  of  richest  op- 
portunities to  do  great  and  good  things  for  Heaven  and  for 
earth.  Yours,  not  only  to  fight  the  battle  as  one  in  the  ranks 
of  the  army  of  Christ :  but  to  be  the  leader,  the  commander  of 
His  troops :  to  guide  and  direct  by  word  and  noblest  example : 
to  draw  others  to  self-sacrifice  by  the  continuous  outpouring  of 
the  sacrifice  of  yourself.  It  is  St.  Paul  who  wrote :  "A  faithful 
saying — if  a  man  desire  the  office  of  a  bishop,  he  desireth  a 
good  work."  Yes,  truly,  it  is  a  good  work — the  office  of  a 
bishop, — if  properly  seen  and  properly  understood  in  the  only 
sense  in  which  it  may  be  desired,  in  the  only  sense  of  God's 
own  understanding  of  it.  With  the  episcopate  opportunities 
open  a  hundredfold  to  all  the  virtues,  all  the  bravery,  all  the 
victories  of  the  soldier  of  Christ.  The  desire  of  the  episcopate 
for  the  sake  of  power,  of  human  honor,  is  a  sacrilegious  grasp- 
ing of  an  office  which  God  intended  only  for  His  own  service 
and  glory.  Sadly  mistaken  is  he  who  approaches  the  episco- 
pate under  the  inspiration  of  human  motives.  The  worldly 
gain  that  the  illusion  cherishes  is  naught  but  the  momentary 
beating  of  the  air.  Vain  of  gift  it  is,  vain  of  duration,  utterly 
powerless  to  make  compensation  for  the  dread  sacrifices  the 
labors  of  the  episcopate  are  sure  to  enforce — labors  which  can 
be  borne  in  patience  and  in  courage  only  when  God  is  seen 
through  them,  when  God  is  their  final  goal.  So  weighty  are 
the  responsibilities  of  the  episcopate  that  with  best  motives  it 
is  a  continuous  hardship,  a  daily  suffering  which  naught  else 
but  the  manifest  will  of  the  Eternal  God  should  permit  us  to 
accept.  Yet,  to  the  brave  soldier  the  opportunities  it  affords 
are  countless,  most  precious  in  the  eyes  of  Almighty  God. 
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Look,  then,  this  morning,  Beloved  Friend,  into  its  respon- 
sibilities and  question  well  your  soul  as  to  its  faithfulness  to 
those  responsibilities.  Opportunities  from  time,  from  the 
priesthood,  from  the  episcopate,  have  been  given  to  you  in  pro- 
fusion, even  more  so  than  to  many  other  priests,  many  other 
bishops.  I  need  but  hurriedly  sketch  your  career.  For  some 
twelve  years  you  were  a  priest  in  the  important  Parish  of  St. 
Patrick,  in  the  City  of  Washington,  where  duty  bade  you  min- 
gle with  the  poor  and  the  rich,  the  weak  and  the  powerful,  the 
ignorant  and  the  learned.  Then  bidden  you  were  as  a  Bishop 
to  the  Diocese  of  Richmond — a  missionary  diocese,  where  the 
hardships  of  poverty  were  yours,  where  the  daily  work  was 
over  mountains  and  through  valleys,  amid  sparse  settlements 
of  Catholics.  There  you  were  the  self-sacrificing  apostle,  rush- 
ing hither  and  thither  in  search  of  the  wandering  sheep :  there 
you  had  the  opportunities  of  an  apostleship  unmixed  with  all 
temptation  of  earthly  comfort  and  earthly  love.  Then  came 
the  great  work  of  breathing  life  into  the  Catholic  University  of 
Washington,  of  guiding  its  infant  steppings,  of  laying  safely 
and  solidly  the  foundations  upon  which  it  was  to  grow  into  the 
great  stature  which  we  recognize  in  it  to-day.  To-day  it  is  the 
great  tree  whose  branches  spread  out  over  the  entire  land,  to 
which  come  the  thousands  to  refresh  themselves  beneath  its 
branches.  Yours  it  was  to  lay  well  into  the  soil  its  roots  so  that 
later  trunk  and  branches  should  ever  shun  weakness  and  de- 
cay. It  was  yours  as  Canon  of  St.  John  Lateran  in  Rome  to  be 
brought  into  the  immediate  atmosphere  of  the  chief  govern- 
ment of  the  Church,  and  before  its  supreme  head  to  represent 
that  great  part  of  the  Lord's  vineyard  which  is  the  Church  of 
the  United  States.  And  then  there  was  confided  to  you  the 
Diocese  of  Dubuque,  a  glorious  inheritance  where  people  and 
priests  were  so  deeply  Catholic,  so  ready  for  direction  from 
your  pastoral  staff;  where  every  cooperation  that  a  bishop 
might  desire  was  there  to  be  generously  given ;  where  consola- 
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tion  such  as  the  true  spirit  of  the  episcopate  authorizes  was 
yours  in  abundance.  Many,  indeed,  and  varied  were  the  re- 
sponsibilities, Beloved  Friend,  of  your  life,  your  priesthood, 
your  episcopate. 

I  shall  not  allow  myself  to  pronounce  within  this  sanctu- 
ary, where  the  Master  Himself  is  present,  the  eulogy  of  your 
faithfulness  to  your  responsibilities.  To  Him  alone  and  to 
your  own  conscience  this  judgment  is  reserved.  This  much, 
however,  I  shall  say — daring  to  say  it  because  it  is  as  visible  as 
the  noon-day  sun  in  the  clear  sky,  because  it  is  a  fact  which  we 
cannot  conceal,  even  if  we  should  strive  to  do  so.  It  is  this — 
that  as  priest  and  as  bishop  you  were  totally,  mind  and  heart, 
in  your  work,  resolved  at  every  step  to  give  to  it  the  best  that 
was  in  you,  holding  nothing  back,  always  ignoring  self,  seeing 
only  God  and  the  intentions  of  God.  With  you  it  was  always 
duty  and  nothing  else :  assuredly  you  were  never  of  those  who 
seek  the  things  that  are  their  own,  instead  of  seeking  the  things 
that  are  of  Jesus  Christ.  Disinterestedness  unmingled  with  the 
slightest  alloy,  oblation  of  self,  mark  your  whole  career.  If 
short-comings  there  were,  as  shortcoming  there  is  with  all,  it 
was  not  on  your  part  the  lack  of  intention,  nor  the  lack  of  self- 
sacrifice.  Turn  now  to  the  tabernacle  and  joyfully  say  to  the 
Master,  that  having  taken  from  His  hands  the  priesthood  and 
the  episcopate,  it  was  your  endeavor  through  life  to  use  both 
priesthood  and  episcopate  solely  and  purely  for  His  sake  and 
for  the  service  of  those  whom  he  had  confided  to  your  care. 

And  now  comes  the  final  gift  of  God,  granted  to  few  of 
His  priests,  to  few  of  His  bishops.  As  the  journey  of  life 
draws  near  to  its  end,  you  are  at  peace,  at  rest,  with  naught 
else  to  do  but  look  steadily  into  the  harbor  of  eternity  and  set 
your  sails  for  your  final  flight  into  its  bosom.  Fortunate  you 
are  :  I  envy  your  lot.  Prepared  all  should  be ;  but  blessed  is  he 
who  yet  in  the  strength  of  soul  has  no  other  task  before  him 
but  that  of  plenary  preparation.    And  where  in  America  could 
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you  be  so  well  at  rest,  so  well  in  peace  as  in  your  own  Dubuque  ? 
Here  there  is  the  prelate,  your  successor  in  office,  full  of  es- 
teem, full  of  affection  for  you — Archbishop  James  J.  Keane. 
He  is  your  sincere  friend.  All  that  can  be  done  will  be  done  by 
him  to  smooth  your  pathway,  to  drive  from  it  all  ruggedness, 
to  bestow  upon  you  sweetest  tranquillity.  In  doing  this  he 
does  it  in  the  fullness  of  his  heart  and  of  his  mind.  I  thank 
him  for  his  great  care  of  you.  I  congratulate  you  on  his  friend- 
ship for  you.  Here  live  priests  loyally  devoted  to  you,  who 
respected  and  loved  you  in  the  days  of  your  power,  who  re- 
spect and  love  you  in  the  days  of  your  retirement.  Here  among 
the  Catholic  people  of  Iowa  are  legions  of  friends,  whose 
pleasure  it  is  to  enhance  your  joys  and  comforts.  Here,  too, 
you  live  amidst  fragrant  memories  of  other  bishops  whom  to 
think  of  is  to  be  the  better  priest,  the  better  bishop — a  Hennes- 
sey, a  Smyth,  and  a  Loras, — a  Loras,  especially,  the  truest  of 
priests,  the  truest  of  bishops,  whose  very  name  spells  holiness 
and  nearness  to  God.  All  this  is  a  great  favor.  I  thank  God 
that  He  has  given  it  to  you. 

Shall  I  be  led  to  obtrude  upon  my  hearers  a  shadow  of  my 
own  self  ?  The  occasion,  I  think,  permits  me  to  do  so.  John  J. 
Keane,  you  and  I  have  been  friends  for  many  a  year.  No 
cloud  ever  passed  across  the  horizons  of  our  life  to  darken  the 
light  of  our  friendship,  to  lessen  its  freshness  and  strength. 
Together  we  have  fought  the  battles  of  the  Lord.  Together 
we  have  walked  in  days  of  peace,  together  in  days  of  war.  We 
have  stood  side  by  side  to  fight  the  battles  of  the  Church  and  of 
country.  Fellow  soldiers  were  we,  and  friends  ever.  Friends 
in  time,  may  we  be  near  to  each  other  for  eternity  in  the  blessed- 
ness of  God.  We  have  long  worked  together.  To  both  old  age 
has  come — to  one,  amidst  scenes  of  tranquillity,  to  the  other, 
amidst  the  turmoil  of  the  battle.  Which  one  will  first  reach  the 
judgment  seat,  God  only  knows.  But,  whichever  one  it  is,  let 
him  be  quick  to  meet  the  other,  when  his  turn  has  come,  to  ex- 
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und  to  him  a  welcoming  hand  and  pray  for  mercy  upon  his 
soul. 

Archbishop  Keane,  on  this  jubilee  of  your  priesthood 
many  the  friends  that  greet  you — none,  however,  more  lovingly 
and  more  sincerely  than  myself — your  long-time  friend  and 
fellow  soldier.    The  blessing  of  a  friend  is  yours  to-day. 


A   HUNDRED   YEARS   FROM   NOW. 


I  see  upon  the  Meuse  and  Rhine 
Things  that  a  poet's  songs  divine, 

A  hundred  years  from  now ; 
Play-boats,  and  children,  Paschal  moon, 
Hid  elves,  and  elf-land's  magic  shoon, 

Tokens  that  lovers  vow. 

Song-birds,  and  flow'rets,  wave  on  wave, 
May's  bloom  to  crown  and  crest  the  grave, 

A  hundred  years  from  now; 
Folk-tales  and  half-forgotten  names 
Of  martial  feat  and  merit's  claims, 

And  honor's  waning  glow. 

The  ribbon  of  the  village  road, 
Wound  by  the  verdant  field  and  wood, 

A  hundred  years  from  now ; 
Toil  at  its  quest  of  honest  bread, 
And  memory  left  to  guard  the  dead, 

Her  taper's  light  trimmed  low. 

No  foeman  on  the  Meuse  or  Rhine, 
No  murder  where  the  borders  twine, 

A  hundred  years  from  now ; — 
But  why  this  vigil  and  this  night, 
These  anguished  tears  before  the  light? 

Why  not  that  splendor  now? 


John  Saidmore. 
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THE  REFUGEE. 

IGHT  was  fast  drawing  down  upon  the  Flathead 
reservation  as  Gallippa,  the  veteran  chief,  drew 
near  to  his  tepee  with  his  great  form  bent  low, 
bearing  in  his  arms  a  heavy  burden.  Slowly  he 
gained  the  entrance  of  this  rude  home,  and  there 
amidst  an  eager  and  astonished  group  of  fellowmen  he  laid  his 
burden  down.  It  was  the  haggard  form  of  a  youth.  As  to 
whence  he  was,  Gallippa  had  no  more  knowledge  than  the  rest, 
but  that  he  had  found  him  cuddled  in  the  shelter  of  some  shrub- 
bery beyond  the  hill  which  overlooked  their  little  habitation. 

The  question  of  the  boy's  identity  was  far  from  the  In- 
dians' minds.  They  could  see  that  he  was  dying  of  cold  and 
hunger  and  that  only  their  best  efforts  could  restore  him.  No 
time  was  lost.  They  set  about  at  once  to  rub  vigorously  his 
half-frozen  limbs,  caring  for  him  in  every  way  as  best  they 
knew  how.  At  length  they  wrapped  him  loosely  in  some  heavy 
skins  and  laid  him  in  a  comfortable  place,  where  Gallippa  and 
several  others  of  the  tribe  stood  about  to  minister  to  his  needs. 
The  boy  gave  a  wistful  glance  at  those  around  him  and  closed 
his  eyes  upon  the  scene.  He  saw  no  one  whom  he  recognized ; 
yet  the  smile  of  a  realized  hope  seemed  to  play  about  his  livid 
features  which  found  reflection  in  the  eyes  of  all  who  bent 
anxiously  over  him. 

A  long  silence  ensued.  The  Indians  talked  in  low  tones, 
thinking  that  their  patient  slept — he  lay  so  still.  More  than 
an  hour  elapsed  before  he  stirred ;  then  he  squirmed  about  with 
apparent  discomfort.  When  they  saw  at  last  that  he  was  mak- 
ing signs  as  if  for  food,  they  brought  him  a  few  choice  morsels. 
Unaccustomed,  as  he  was,  to  Indian  nutriments,  he  found  these 
most  delicious  to  the  taste,  and  he  ate  with  a  savage  appetite. 
Within  a  short  time  he  grew  noticeably  stronger;  still,  he  lay 
there,  charmed,  as  it  were,  by  the  squallings  of  a  little  papoose 
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who  seemed  to  manifest  much  jealousy  over  the  strange  new 
guest. 

A  week  later  found  the  boy  roaming  about  hand  in  hand 
with  the  old  chief.  He  had  learned  to  speak  a  little  in  their 
tongue  and  to  understand  them  well.  By  his  youthful  stern- 
ness and  friendly  disposition  he  had  won  the  respect  and  the 
admiration  of  all  those  with  whom  he  was  living  in  daily  con- 
tact. Each  one  took  a  special  pride  in  the  little  white  man.  He 
was  rugged  and  robust ;  well  adapted  to  his  new  environment. 
To  him  the  bleak  and  cragged  hillsides  were  a  charm.  He  de- 
lighted in  the  tiresome  chase  after  the  deer  or  the  clever  coyote, 
hunting  in  his  own  simple  way,  his  weapon  a  cudgel,  his  game 
whatever  chanced  to  lurk  within  his  range.  Whether  he  re- 
turned a  victor  or  not,  he  was  always  welcomed  to  the  cozy 
wigwam,  where  haply  he  might  feast  upon  the  plunders  of  a 
previous  day.  Many  a  happy  hour  he  spent  in  and  about  this 
homely  dwelling.  He  called  it  his  home ;  for  it  had  given  him 
more  contentment  than  he  had  ever  experienced  elsewhere. 

But  one  evening  as  he  neared  the  wigwams  after  a  long 
and  fruitless  chase  in  the  nearby  forest,  he  was  struck  with 
amazement  at  finding  the  place  entirely  forsaken  by  its  inhabit- 
ants. There  was  no  one  to  greet  him  as  there  had  commonly 
been  before,  no  fires  burned  before  the  tepees, — there  was  still- 
ness everywhere.  He  listened ;  he  heard  no  sound, — nothing  but 
the  quick  and  heavy  palpitations  of  his  sinking  heart.  He 
could  feel  a  haunt  in  the  sound  of  his  own  footsteps,  yet  he  de- 
termined to  go  within,  led  by  a  raging  appetite  for  food ;  for  he 
had  tasted  nothing  since  the  morning.  He  threw  off  his  heavy 
coat  and  for  a  moment  tried  to  forget  his  actual  situation.  He 
had  seized  a  piece  of  seasoned  venison  and  was  just  beginning 
to  devour  it,  when  suddenly  he  heard  the  noise  of  footsteps 
without.  His  heart  fluttered  with  fear.  Visions  of  massacres 
and  slaughter  rose  up  inevitably  before  his  daunted  mind.  He 
seized  his  coat  and  scrambled  to  the  nearest  place  of  safety. 
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There  in  a  secluded  spot  the  boy  lay,  his  trembling  form 
covered  with  his  coat,  awaiting — he  knew  not  what,  but  he  was 
prepared  for  the  worst.  For  the  first  time  during  his  Indian 
life  he  felt  strangely  lone  and  forsaken.  For  a  moment  he 
wished  that  he  had  never  been  found  upon  that  hillside,  but 
rather,  to  avoid  the  horrors  of  a  second  deathbed,  left  to  perish 
there  unknown.  Many  such  thoughts  fluttered  wildly  through 
his  quaking  mind  as  he  heard  the  silent  intruders  drawing  near. 
He  lay  deathly  still.  He  dared  not  stir,  lest  he  betray  his  hid- 
ing. Shrinking  low  with  the  horrible  thoughts  of  death  at  the 
hands  of  merciless  marauders,  he  listened.  He  heard  them  as- 
semble around  the  dying  fire ;  then  all  was  still.  The  utter  sil- 
ence was  a  mockery  to  his  fears.  Conscious  of  this,  he  stole  a 
sweeping  glance  about,  and  much  to  his  astonishment,  he  saw 
in  the  dim  light  the  stern,  serene  countenance  of  his  old  friend, 
the  chief.  He  was  kneeling,  bowed  in  silence,  and  about  him 
likewise  knelt  several  others  whom  he  recognized,  all  appar- 
ently in  profound  meditation. 

The  boy's  fears  were  at  once  dismissed.  He  sprang  bois- 
terously from  his  hiding  place  and  threw  his  arms  about  the  old 
chief,  clamorous  to  know  the  cause  of  their  strange  behavior. 
A  word  breaking  so  sweet  a  silence  had  seemed  a  sacrilege; 
but  Dick,  spurred  by  such  an  impulse  of  joy,  had  no  apprecia- 
tion of  its  sacredness.  Resentful  glances  from  the  Indians 
presently  sent  him  back  in  consternation.  The  poor  child,  now 
aware  that  he  had  made  a  bold  intrusion,  crept  stealthily  back 
to  his  den,  threw  himself  upon  the  big  coat  and  lay  there  with 
his  great  dark  eyes  fixed  in  study  upon  the  kneeling  forms  that 
encircled  the  fireplace.  At  length  his  eyes  drooped ;  his  thoughts 
flew  far  away  southward  to  the  little  city  of  Eldorado  in  Utah, 
where  he  had  formerly  made  his  home.  But  what  a  home !  No 
father,  no  mother  to  fondle  and  cherish  him.  It  was  only  an 
orphan  asylum.  He  recalled  the  cruel  discipline  to  which  he 
had  been  subjected,  the  blanched  faces  of  his  little  companions 
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there;  but,  above  all,  the  relentless  flogger  from  whom  he  at 
last  had  tied  never  to  return.  Then  it  occurred  to  him  how 
pleasant  the  rude  life  of  the  reservation  was  after  all.  His 
thoughts  were  changed  to  dreams,  and  he  lay  there  stretched 
upon  his  hard  bed  fast  asleep  while  the  pious  red  men  still  knelt 
in  prayer. 

In  a  rude  hut  not  far  distant,  beside  the  little  mission  cha- 
pel which  stood  sheltered  on  the  banks  of  the  Missoula,  sat  an 
old  gray-haired  priest  reading  his  vespers.  His  face  lumed 
up  with  a  deep  smile  as  he  thought  how  happy  were  the  faith- 
ful Indians  at  seeing  him  arrive  that  day,  and  how  fervently 
and  humbly  they  had  prepared  their  souls  for  the  Christmastide 
Communion.  His  joy  was  to  be  completed  the  following  morn- 
ing, when  they  would  kneel  at  the  sacred  altar  rail  to  receive 
their  God.  Meanwhile  his  eyes  rested  steadily  upon  the  worn 
pages  of  the  breviary  until  his  office  was  finished.  The  happy 
old  cleric,  weary  from  the  day's  labor,  then  repaired  to  his  bed 
of  goatskins  which  the  red  men  had  given  him. 

He  arose  at  daybreak,  and,  grasping  the  cord  suspended 
from  the  chapel's  belfry,  he  rang  the  Mass-bell.  The  Indians 
were  already  astir;  so  was  little  Dick.  He  saw  them  wearing 
their  richest  garments  but  said  nothing ;  for  he  remembered  his 
lesson  of  the  previous  night.  He  heard  the  bell  ring  for  the 
first  time  and  made  no  inquiry,  but  as  they  bent  their  course  in 
the  direction  from  which  the  sound  had  issued,  he  followed 
them  expectantly. 

As  they  neared  the  chapel,  Dick  halted  aghast.  An  awful 
spectacle  greeted  him.  It  was  Father  Milford  standing  in  the 
chapel  doorway.  Dick  saw  the  Indians  bow  and  greet  him,  and 
shrank  away  in  horror.  He  had  never  seen  his  enemy  before, 
but  this  apparition  had  now  assured  him  that  such  a  foe  did 
actually  exist.  The  orphanage  superiors  had  taught  him  the 
sacred  duty  of  fearing,  hating,  and  opposing  the  Romish  priest- 
hood.   That  this  was  one  of  them,  he  seemed  to  know  instinc- 
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tively.  He  was  determined  to  be  faithful  to  his  duty,  but  he 
had  not  the  wherewithal  to  oppose.  Only  one  thing  remained 
for  him — to  flee.  He  turned  a  defiant  little  fist  toward  the 
chapel,  but  no  one  saw  him.  Father  Mil  ford  had  gone  within, 
and  the  Indians  had  followed  him. 

"The  black-robed  devil's  got  'em  now/'  he  muttered, 
"He'll  not  get  me;"  and  turning  quickly  about,  he  fled  like  a 
hunted  deer  in  the  opposite  direction,  never  stopping  to  look 
behind.  The  thought  of  that  fear-inspiring  spectacle  haunted 
his  mind  and  spurred  him  onward  all  the  more.  He  regretted 
bitterly  the  fact  that  he  had  seen  the  priest  too  late  to  warn  the 
Indians  of  their  peril,  but  he  knew  that  nothing  could  now  be 
done.    They  were  already  victims. 

He  traveled  a  long  day's  journey  over  rugged  hills  and 
plains,  at  times  wandering  aimlessly  about,  taking  care  only 
that  he  might  not  tend  back  in  the  direction  from  which  he  had 
come.  He  had  no  hope  of  any  kind  but  that  of  being  free ;  and 
though  this  freedom  might  mean  his  death,  he  cared  not;  for 
he  would  have  smiled  to  see  the  death  that  would  save  him 
from  the  clutches  of  the  black-robe.  When  night  came  on,  it 
found  him  a  weary  pilgrim  without  food  and  shelter.  Hun- 
gered, fatigued,  yet  determined,  he  plodded  on  until  hopelessly 
lost  in  the  darkness.  He  had  reached  a  sheltered  spot  in  a 
wooded  region,  and  there  sank  upon  the  ground  exhausted. 
The  chill  December  wind  swept  noisily  over  the  treetops  above 
him ;  its  moaning  sigh  was  the  saddest  he  had  ever  heard.  The 
poet  might  have  felt  its  charm,  but  it  had  no  charm  for  little 
Dick.  He  shuddered  as  he  looked  back  over  the  horrors  of  that 
awful  day  and  pictured  the  fate  of  his  Indian  comrades.  His 
sturdy  heart  was  touched  by  the  bitterness  of  it  all,  and  he  wept. 

It  was  not  a  cozy  bed.  He  had  thrown  his  loose  coat  about 
his  body,  and,  in  spite  of  cold  and  hunger  he  was  soon  over- 
come by  sleep.  The  late  morning  woke  him.  Rising  upon  his 
stiffened  limbs,  he  looked  about  to  find  that  he  was  in  a  strange 
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>cene.  Not  far  from  where  he  had  slept  was  a  little  streamlet. 
This  he  reached,  and  upon  finding  a  shallow  which  was  not  en- 
tirely frozen  over,  he  refreshed  himself  with  a  cold  drink. 
Glancing  one  way  and  then  another,  scarce  knowing  in  which 
direction  he  should  continue  his  flight,  he  began  instinctively 
to  follow  opposite  the  course  of  the  stream,  knowing  that  it 
would  surely  lead  him  away  from  the  Missoula  valley.  He  had 
wandered  a  few  miles  wThen,  famished  and  forlorn,  he  stopped 
to  rest.  He  felt  strangely  weak ;  his  poor  limbs  could  scarcely 
support  him  longer.  Relinquishing  all  hope  of  sustenance,  he 
sank  upon  the  ground  despondent.  The  sharp,  unsympathetic 
winter  gale  seemed  to  mock  and  jeer  at  his  misery  as  it  swept 
cruelly  over  his  quivering,  almost  lifeless  form.  Dick  drew  his 
coat  tighter  about  him.  He  felt  that  cold  wind  bitterly.  He 
longed  in  vain  to  die ;  for,  try  as  he  might,  he  could  do  nothing 
to  assuage  his  suffering.  How  long  he  lay  there  he  did  not 
know.  Each  hour  had  seemed  an  almost  endless  pause  on  the 
threshold  of  his  eternity.  He  did  not  see  the  sun  that  was  early 
setting.  The  storm  clouds  had  drawm  down  with  a  heavy  sleet- 
ing snow ;  and  night  came,  alas,  none  too  soon  for  Dick.  In- 
deed, he  had  hoped  that  the  coming  darkness  might  mingle  with 
his  gloomy  soul  and  bear  it  away.  His  feet  were  numbed  with 
the  cold.  He  was  moaning  in  bitter  anguish,  when  suddenly  a 
melody  fell  upon  his  ears.  He  sat  erect.  His  sorrows  seemed 
for  an  instant  banished  as  he  harkened  to  the  distant  voice. 

'They're  comin' — the  angels  are  comin'  to  take  me  now," 
he  gasped,  as  he  sprang  to  his  feet  in  an  effort  to  go  forth  and 
meet  them.  He  reeled  and,  staggering,  fell  headlong  upon  the 
ground. 

"Here  I  am !  here  I  am !"  he  cried,  as  he  again  strove  in 
vain  to  rise. 

His  cries  unheard  soon  died  away.  The  melody,  too,  had 
died.  He  lay  there  helpless  in  wild  hope  of  relief.  Once  more 
the  angelic  strain  could  be  heard ;  once  more  he  scrambled  to 
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gain  his  feet,  but  to  no  avail.  His  feet  were  frozen.  He 
tugged  with  all  his  feeble  might,  crawling  and  dragging  his 
half-dead  body  over  the  ground,  at  times  sinking  almost  in  de- 
spair only  to  be  borne  up  again  by  the  enchanting  strain.  At 
last  he  saw  a  light, — his  hope !  It  seemed  not  far  away.  He 
determined  to  reach  it  if  his  strength  would  last. 

Father  Neville  was  sitting  at  the  organ  in  his  mission 
chapel  singing  the  Adeste  Fideles,  for  it  was  Christmas  eve. 
He  had  finished  the  hymn  and  was  going  in  reverie  back  to  the 
scene  of  the  first  Christmas  when  suddenly  he  heard  a  muffled 
sound.  It  came  from  without.  He  hurried  to  the  door  and, — 
there,  lying  face  downward  upon  the  doorstep,  was  Dick, 
stunned  with  the  cold.  He  quickly  seized  the  death-like  body 
and  carried  it  into  the  adjoining  apartments,  where  he  began  to 
apply  snow  to  the  frozen  limbs  and  to  try  all  other  possible 
methods  of  reviving  him. 

It  was  for  a  time  a  hard  struggle  between  life  and  death, 
but  it  seemed  at  last  that  life  would  prevail.  The  boy  rolled 
his  great  eyes  tenderly — 

"Oh,  angel,  I'm  glad  I  found  you,"  he  said  in  tones  almost 
inaudible,  'Til  be  all  right  now." 

Father  Neville  smiled.  "No,  my  boy,"  said  he,  "not  an 
angel, — only  the  poor  priest,  but  I'm  going  to  do  all  I  can  for 
you." 

He  then  stood  silently  watching  until  Dick  again  broke  the 
spell — 

"Sing  it  again,  good  angel,"  he  cried  pleadingly. 

"Sing  what  again?"  said  the  priest,  laughing  shyly  in 
amusement  at  the  boy's  strange  utterances. 

"I  don't  know  what, — but  the  one  I  heard  you  sing,"  an- 
swered the  boy. 

With  a  wonderfully  charming  voice  Father  Neville  began 
the  Adeste.  The  boy  smiled,  and  though  he  knew  not  the  mean- 
ing of  the  words,  his  lips  were  involuntarily  saying:  "I'm  com- 
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in',  I'm  comin\"  for  he  thought  it  the  angels  calling.  The  old 
priest  was  deeply  touched  by  the  strange  effect  of  his  unpreten- 
tious singing. 

"Have  you  ever  heard  the  story  of  Christmas?"  he  asked. 

"No,"  replied  the  timid  voice,  " — never  heard  of  him." 

"Then  you  must  hear  it,"  said  the  priest  and  he  began  to 
tell  the  sweetest  story  that  Dick  had  ever  heard.  The  youth 
listened  spellbound,  although  his  limbs  were  paining  him  dread- 
fully, and  all  the  while  his  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  priest. 
Father  Neville  at  seeing  the  boy's  intentness,  and  marveling  at 
his  occasional  questions,  did  not  stop  with  the  story  of  Bethle- 
hem, nor  that  of  Nazareth,  nor  that  of  Gallilee,  but  took  him  on 
to  the  scene  of  Golgotha.  The  boy  was  moved ;  the  narrative 
had  touched  his  soul. 

"And  all  this  because  He  loved  you  and  me?"  he  asked. 

"All,"  said  the  Father  nodding  his  head. 

"Then  make  me,"  came  the  youthful  voice,  "like  He  said, 
1 — as  one  of  these  little  ones'." 


Thirteen  years  had  elapsed.  It  was  again  December.  Up- 
on the  rugged  plains  of  Flathead  there  stood  a  group  of  In- 
dians, their  faces  turned  to  the  east  and  their  gaze  fixed  upon 
the  ragged  horizon.  A  shout  of  joy  went  up  from  their  assem- 
bly as  the  gray  distance  revealed  a  traveler  on  horseback  slowly 
wending  his  way  toward  them.  They  started  forth  in  eagerness 
to  meet  him.  As  the  traveler  neared,  they  knelt  and  remained 
kneeling  until  he  had  passed  by,  then  with  bowed  heads  they 
arose  and  followed  in  procession  after  him  until  he  reached  the 
chapel  at  the  banks  of  the  Missoula  and  placed  the  ciborium  in 
the  tabernacle  there.  The  pious  priest  after  kneeling  a  moment 
in  prayer  left  the  chapel  to  greet  the  Indians  who  awaited  him 
outside.  His  heart  was  throbbing  with  expectancy.  He  won- 
dered if  the  old  chief  might  be  amongst  them.    As  he  stood  in 
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the  doorway  they  all  glanced  up,  and  a  sudden  look  of  aston- 
ishment came  over  their  faces.  They  had  thought  him  Father 
Mil  ford,  but  on  the  contrary  they  found  themselves  face  to 
face  with  a  stranger.  The  priest  smiled  benignly  at  their  sur- 
prise. 

"You  didn't  expect  me  back  so  soon.  Did  you?"  he  said, 
and  after  looking  about,  his  spirits,  too,  were  clouded  with  dis- 
appointment, for  he  missed  the  chief. 

The  red-skins  stood  dazed  for  a  moment,  their  surprise 
had  been  so  sudden. 

"It's  Dick,"  some  whispered  doubtfully.  They  met  his 
twinkling  eyes,  and  their  doubts  were  at  once  dispelled. 

"Dick!"  they  cried,  clamoring  to  kiss  his  hands,  "we 
thought  you  were  dead." 

"I  came  to  life  again,"  said  the  young  priest,  laughing 
with  joy  at  their  greetings, — "but  tell  me,"  said  he,  "where  is 
Gallippa  ?" 

"Oh,  he  wait  in  tepee,"  was  a  quick  response,  "he  be  heap 
glad  for  see  you." 

"Thanks  be  to  God !"  said  the  priest,  "We  must  go  at  once 
and  see  him." 

He  turned  and  bent  his  way  toward  the  old  tepee,  once  his 
home,  accompanied  by  the  noisy  band  of  friends  who  thronged 
about  with  happiness  unrestrained.  The  old  chief,  now  quite 
infirm  with  years,  sat  upon  the  floor  of  the  wigwam.  Looking 
up,  he  met  the  young  priest's  eye  and  recognized  him  instantly. 

"Dick,  mu'  boy !"  he  cried,  extending  his  feeble  arms  to  re- 
ceive him,  "Dick,  mu'  boy." 

The  priest  wept  with  joy  as  they  embraced  each  other. 

"Dick,  mu'  boy,  I  knew  you'd  come  back !"  was  all  the  old 
chief  could  say  as  a  giant  tear  rolled  down  his  wrinkled  cheek. 
His  great  soul  was  happy,  but  a  happier  soul  was  Dick's. 

D.  L.  McEujgott,  'i8. 
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"VOS  MORITURI  SALUTAMUS" 


"We  who  are  about  to  die  salute  you," 
So  said  the  athlete  in  the  older  age 
When  he  went  forth  to  slay  and  to  be  slain, 
And  shed  his  blood  to  glut  the  lust  of  blood. 
We  later  gladiators  in  a  fairer  Rome 
Salute  you,  coming  emperors  of  an  Empire 
More  extensive  far  than  Roman  ever  was. 
For  he  who  is  a  ruler  of  himself 
Is  greater  than  he  who  takes  a  city,  we  are  told. 
Oh  ye  young  masters  over  your  selfish  selves, 
Ye  kings  of  your  affections  and  desires, 
Ye  emperors  of  passions,  and  of  wills 
The  guiders  and  directors  in  this  life  :— 
We,  your  preceptors  and  your  friends, 
Who  hitherto  have  held  with  you  communings 
Sweet,  and  dear  because  celestial  savoured, 
We  who  are  about  to  die  salute  you. 
It  is  no  pain  for  us  to  say,  goodbye ! 
The  parting  is  not  for  a  time  so  long 
It  may  not  be  marked  off  in  minutes  few. 
We  go  away,  and  in  a  few  years  more 
We  trust  that  we  shall  once  again 
Salute  you  in  another  land  to  which  we  wend. 
We  must  lay  down  the  tools  of  earthly  life, 
And  to  your  hands  commit  them,  till  the  time 
When  you  yourselves  must  lay  them  down  forever. 
Then  waiting  there  for  you,  in  white  robes  clad, 
We'll  hail  you  joyous  in  the  Paradise  of  God. 
We  have  grown  old  in  service  of  our  God, 
Our  term  has  come,  the  call  of  our  true  home 
Sounds  loud  within  our  ears,  and  bids  us 
Leave  the  company  we  love  for  that  is  better. 
But  our  dear  love  for  you  shall  swell,  and  grow, 
And  flourish,  increasing  unto  all  eternity. 
We  lay  the  burden  we  have  borne  upon 
Your  shoulders  wide  to  bear :  it  is  a  trust 
We  leave  you,  yes,  a  sacred  trust, 
That  you  as  we,  may  form  young  children 
In  the  things  of  God  to  take  your  place. 
And  they  will  live  to  bless  you,  and  to  pray 
As  you  shall  live  to  bless,  and  pray  for  us. 
"We  who  are  about  to  die  salute  you." 

James  A.  Duncan. 
To  the  Class  of  1916,  Dubuque  College  Memorial  Day,  1916. 
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THE  MODERN  DAILY  NEWSPAPER. 


T 


HE  modern  daily  newspaper  is  without  doubt  one  of 
the  nation's  most  potent  and  influential  institutions. 
Modern  inventions,  particularly  the  telegraph,  have 
m  HP  greatly  facilitated  its  progress,  so  that  now  within 
{  ggfc  H  twenty-four  hours  after  an  event  occurs,  no  matter 
in  what  part  of  the  world,  it  is  made  known  in  its  every  detail 
to  the  public  through  the  newspaper.  When  we  consider  the 
material  progress  made  in  newspaperdom  during  the  past  half 
century,  we  must  agree  that  its  record  is  not  far  from  being 
marvelous.  To-day  the  duties  of  the  newspaper  journalist  in 
our  great  cities  have  reached  a  standard  of  dignity,  potency 
and  magnitude  of  which  even  the  wildest  enthusiast  of  fifty 
years  ago  could  not  have  dreamed.  Morning  and  evening  the 
newspaper  offers  the  world's  history  of  the  day  before.  Who 
can  open  a  newspaper  and  not  feel  the  sensation  of  laying  his 
hand  on  the  throbbing  pulse  of  the  world?  "In  a  newspaper 
at  a  glance  one  is  in  touch  with  the  elemental  forces  of  nature 
— war,  pestilence  and  famine,  one  is  transported  by  the  printed 
sheet,  as  it  were  the  fairy  carpet  of  the  Arabian,  from  capital  to 
capital,  from  the  exultation  of  one  people  to  the  bitter  resent- 
ment and  chagrin  of  another.  The  reader  beholds  on  every 
scale  every  quality  of  humanity,  everything  that  piques  the 
sense  of  mystery,  everything  that  inspires  pity,  dread  and  an- 
ger. It  is  a  vast  and  ever-changing  panorama  of  the  raw  ma- 
terial of  art  and  literature." 

In  this  age  young  and  old,  rich  and  poor — everybody 
reads  the  newspaper.  It  caters  to  everyone  that  cares  to  read. 
Of  course  for  "little  Johnnie"  the  comic  sheet  proves  the  most 
interesting  part.  "Siss"  finds  the  society  notes,  oh,  so  fascin- 
ating. "Big  brother  Will"  reads  the  latest  "Sporting  dope." 
For  mother  the  woman's  page  is  provided,  while  father  cares 
more  for  happenings  in  the  world  of  finance  and  politics.    The 
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fact  that  so  large  a  percentage  of  the  human  race  reads  the 
newspaper,  makes  it  such  a  potent  factor  in  moulding  public 
opinion,  and  that  is  why  we  say  that  the  present  day  newspaper 
editor  wields  a  mightier  influence  than  the  orator,  the  lawyer 
or  the  clergyman.  No  doubt,  the  poet  had  particularly  the 
newspaper  editor  in  mind  when  he  wrote :  "The  pen  is  mightier 
than  the  sword."  Even  Napoleon  recognized  the  power  of  the 
newspaper  when  he  said :  "A  journalist  is  a  grumbler,  a  cen- 
surer,  a  giver  of  advice,  a  regent  of  sovereigns  and  a  tutor  of 
nations.  Four  hostile  newspapers  are  more  to  be  feared  than 
a  thousand  bayonets."  This  probably  is  also  the  reason  why  a 
noted  American  priest  stated  that  if  St.  Paul  lived  in  our  day 
he  would  be  a  journalist. 

If  the  modern  newspaper  has  such  an  influence  over  our 
lives,  what  grand  opportunities  it  has  to  elevate  public  morals 
and  in  general  to  make  this  world  a  better  world  to  live  in.  The 
question  arises :  Does  the  modern  newspaper  stand 

"For  the  truth  that  needs  assistance, 
For  the  wrong  that  needs  resistance, 
For  the  future  in  the  distance 
And  the  good  that  it  can  do?" 

Alas,  many  of  our  newspapers  follow  an  altogether  differ- 
ent governing  principle.  It  is  related  that  when  Charles  A. 
Dana  was  asked,  what  was  the  first  essential  in  publishing  a 
newspaper,  he  is  said  to  have  replied :  "Raise  Cain  and  sell  pa- 
pers." Whether  the  story  is  true  or  not,  his  answer  comes  as 
near  to  a  general  definition  of  the  governing  principle  of  many 
newspapers  as  one  is  likely  to  get.  Now  if  this  "Cain"  would 
be  of  the  right  sort,  namely,  strenuous  fight  against  the  evils  of 
the  day,  his  wrould  be  an  excellent  slogan.  But  this  "Cain"  in  the 
modern  sheets  means  murder,  suicide,  scandals,  divorces,  bra- 
zen expositions  of  vice  in  word  and  picture,  offered  as  food  for 
curious  minds.  We  see  in  many  newspapers  "as  in  a  panorama 
the  weaknesses  of  human  nature,  exemplified  in  follies  and 
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crimes  of  every  kind,  printed  in  such  commiserating,  some- 
times attractive,  colors  as  to  make  them  look  like  deeds  of  hero- 
ism, worthy  of  imitation."  Reading  such  news  notes  and  art- 
icles every  day,  we  become  accustomed  to  them,  and  we  may 
even  try  to  find  license  in  them  to  commit  similar  misdeeds. 

How  much  better  would  it  be  if  the  motto  of  a  great  me- 
tropolitan daily  were  observed:  "All  the  news  that's  fit  to 
print."  The  reader  may  ask:  "Would  people  read  edifying 
news?  Is  not  the  newspaper  filled  with  follies,  sins  and  crimes 
of  all  kinds  because  that  is  what  the  people  want?  Lawrence 
Flick,  now  agitating  a  movement  for  a  Catholic  daily,  answers 
this  question  very  ably  when  he  says :  "Man  craves  novelty  and 
is  attracted  by  the  extraordinary.  This  is  why  he  reads  the 
scandals.  The  world  also  admires  a  hero  and  loves  a  lover. 
Newspaper  producers  recognize  only  one  part  of  the  psychol- 
ogy which  underlies  newspaper  success.  They  work  along  the 
lines  of  least  resistance.  It  is  easier,  and  perhaps  less  expensive, 
to  produce  a  successful  paper  with  the  sins  and  scandals  of  the 
community  for  the  basis  of  its  fabric,  than  with  the  virtuous 
and  edifying  acts  for  that  basis;  but  it  does  not  follow  that  a 
greater  success  could  not  be  built  out  of  the  better  side  of  hu- 
man nature." 

Probably  the  most  notorious  sin  that  is  being  committed 
by  a  great  majority  of  dailies  is  the  wilful  distortion  of  the 
truth  in  order  to  incite  the  passions  of  the  public  and  create  ill- 
feeling  towards  some  political  party  or  some  adherent  thereof. 
Many  an  honest  public  official  has  been  driven  out  of  office  be- 
cause of  the  constant  nagging  and  slandering  of  the  press. 
Again,  many  corrupt  politicians  were  boosted  into  public  of- 
fices by  the  newspaper.  A  large  number  of  dailies  are  con- 
trolled by  political  cliques,  who  in  their  greed  for  gold  take  ad- 
vantage of  the  power  of  the  press.  This  greed  for  lucre  is  also 
the  cause  of  the  flattering  praises  of  the  different  theatrical  of- 
ferings by  the  papers,  which  not  infrequently  laud  immoral  or 
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shady  plays  in  the  highest  terms,  merely  to  keep  in  good  stand- 
ing with  the  play-house  manager — just  another  case  of  baiting 
for  bigger  advertisements,  which  means  more  money. 

Especially  noticeable  during  the  past  year  have  been  the 
manifest  inclinations  of  the  great  dailies  toward  one  or 
several  of  the  belligerent  nations  of  Europe  and  open  hatred 
toward  others.  No  doubt,  the  one-sided  stories  sent  out  by  the 
different  warring  peoples  have  much  to  do  with  the  "colored" 
war  news  that  appears  in  the  press.  However,  instead  of  act- 
ing calmly  and  deliberately,  and  carefully  investigating  both 
sides  of  the  atrocity  stories  and  of  diplomatic  difficulties  that 
have  arisen,  a  great  number  of  radical,  jingoistic  newspaper- 
men are  working  with  might  and  main  to  stir  up  enmity,  and 
even  war,  against  the  nations  which  happen  to  be  the  victims  of 
their  hatred.  If  the  radical  advice  of  the  sensational  sheets  and 
many  dogmatic  newspapers  had  been  followed,  we  would  no 
doubt  be  in  the  throes  of  war  to-day.  That  wars  have  been 
caused  in  the  past  by  jingoism  and  misrepresentation  of  facts 
by  the  newspapers,  is  well  known.  It  is  related  of  William 
Randolph  Hearst,  the  controller  of  many  dailies  in  this  country, 
that  prior  to  the  Spanish-American  war  he  sent  a  correspond- 
ent to  Cuba  to  provide  pictures  of  the  war  for  the  papers.  After 
spending  several  months  in  Cuba  the  correspondent  wrote  that 
there  were  no  signs  of  war.  Hearst  at  once  telegraphed  back : 
"You  provide  the  pictures,  I'll  provide  the  war." 

In  the  chronicling  of  different  ecclesiastical  affairs  some 
of  our  dailies  make  ridiculous,  and  often  amusing  mis- 
takes ;  and,  sad  to  say,  many  great  church  functions,  attended 
by  thousands  often  pass  unnoticed  by  the  daily  press,  while 
whole  columns  are  devoted  to  detailed  accounts  of  the  latest 
scandal. 

It  is  beyond  question  that  the  different  Press  Asso- 
ciation service  lines  are  to  be  blamed  for  many  news  dispatches 
that  appear  in  the  dailies.    If  we  wish  to  put  the  newspaper  on 
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a  higher  plane,  we  must  above  all  "clean  up"  press  service  lines. 
The  absolute  unreliability  of  the  foreign  news  dispatches  has 
been  especially  noticeable  since  the  beginning  of  the  present 
European  war.  Each  of  the  belligerent  nations  wishes  to  ap- 
pear in  the  best  possible  light  in  the  eyes  of  foreign  people,  and 
at  the  same  time  to  belittle  its  enemies.  As  many  of  the  Ameri- 
can foreign  correspondents  are  in  sympathy  with  one  or  an- 
other of  the  countries,  it  is  almost  impossible  to  get  war  news 
that  is  absolutely  neutral.  Some  of  the  cable  dispatches  are, 
however,  so  colored  that  any  reader  with  a  glimmering  of  com- 
mon sense  can  plainly  see  the  exaggeration,  and  oftentimes  the 
downright  falsehood. 

With  all  its  ills  and  defects  the  modern  daily  has  neverthe- 
less many  laudable  qualities.  It  is  a  great  public  inquisitor,  ex- 
posing deceits,  grafts  and  crimes  of  various  kinds  "to  the 
searchlight  of  public  criticism."  The  modern  daily  is  also  a 
great  organizer,  collecting  and  dispensing  charity.  Thousands 
of  poor  people  in  our  large  cities  have  been  saved  from  starva- 
tion and  exposure  during  the  winter  by  newspaper  charity 
campaigns.  Especially  during  the  present  European  war  do  we 
see  the  immense  good  the  dailies  are  accomplishing  in  gather- 
ing relief  funds  for  the  poor  starving  widows  and  orphans  in 
war-devastated  Europe. 

The  newspaper  too  is  without  a  peer  as  a  medium  of  trans- 
acting business.  The  enormous  financial  losses  that  the  world 
of  commerce  would  suffer  if  the  newspapers  should  suspend  for 
even  a  day,  would  be  hard  to  conjecture.  It  may  also  be  added 
in  connection  with  this  subject  that  the  money  derived  from  ad- 
vertisements is  the  principal  source  of  revenue  of  the  modern 
daily  newspaper.  The  subscription  price  alone  of  many  news- 
papers does  not  cover  the  expense  of  producing  it. 

During  the  past  few  years  there  has  been  considerable  agi- 
tation in  regard  to  the  establishment  of  a  Catholic  daily  news- 
paper in  the  English  language.     Thus  far  this  ardent  wish  has 
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not  been  realized.  That  the  Catholic  daily  paper  is  sorely 
needed,  is  unquestionable.  It  would  differ  from  the  ordinary 
daily  in  this,  that  it  would  bring  out  the  good  side  of  human 
nature  rather  than  its  evil  side :  it  would  chronicle  daily  hap- 
penings without  misrepresentation,  and  present  news  items 
that  would  upbuild  virtue  and  character,  rather  than  tear  them 
down.  It  would  unite  the  fourteen  million  Catholics  in  this 
ntry  as  a  force  for  protection  and  defence  against  prejudice, 
ignorance  and  bigotry.  To  non-Catholics  it  would  be  a  great 
help  in  learning  the  correct  views  of  Catholic  doctrines,  and  in 
this  respect  it  would  to  a  great  extent  counteract  the  poison  of 
the  sensational  press.  Oh,  for  the  day  when  every  metropolis 
throughout  the  land  has  its  Catholic  daily!  This  is  much  to 
wish  for,  but  why  should  it  not  come  to  pass  ?  Is  there  any  rea- 
son why  a  Catholic  daily  should  not  be  a  success  if  rightly  man- 
ed  ?  According  to  all  rules  of  business  and  the  psychological 
laws  which  govern  it,  a  Catholic  daily  paper  ought  to  be  a  suc- 
cessful enterprise.  The  proposition  is  up  to  the  fourteen  mil- 
lion Catholics  of  this  country.     They  must  solve  it. 

May  the  example  of  Father  Martinez  ever  be  an  inspira- 
tion to  us  who  are  dreaming  of  the  establishment  of  Catholic 
dailies.  Father  Martinez  is  the  man  who  had  the  honor  of  print- 
ing the  first  newspaper  in  the  great  west.  'With  a  vision  that  to 
us,  seems  to  have  been  prophetic,  he  hesitated  at  no  sacrifice 
and  actually  dragged  his  little  press  from  the  city  of  Mexico  to 
Fernandez,  a  distance  of  fifteen  hundred  miles,  through  a  wild 
and  trackless  country,  threatened  by  weariness,  starvation  and 
death."  Has  the  printing  press  ever  had  a  more  striking  de- 
votee? His  newspaper  was  circulating  when  Pittsburg,  Chi- 
cago and  St.  Louis  were  mere  villages,  with  hardly  a  place  upon 
the  map. 

Some  observers  assert  that  a  brighter  day  is  dawning  and 
that  "yellow  newspaper  journalism"  is  gradually  passing  away. 
Let  us  hope  that  their  prediction  will  come  true.    This  much  is 
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certain,  that  if  the  newspaper  follows  the  right  ideals,  it  will  be 
a  blessing  to  the  community  and  to  the  country;  if  it  discards 
noble  ideals,  it  will  curse  mankind.  Let  us  hope  that  the  news- 
paper journalists  will  become  fully  cognizant  of  the  tremen- 
dous responsibility  which  rests  upon  them.  Having  tasted  the 
bitter  fruits  of  sensational  and  "controlled"  journalism,  may 
the  mighty  newspaper  revert  again  to  its  place  as  the  great 
guiding  force  of  truth  and  righteousness,  for  then  and  only 
then  will  it  be  a  real  blessing  to  mankind. 

J.  B.  GrETEman,  '17. 


& 


THE  TIME  I  WENT  BROKE. 

(A  Vacation  Idyl.) 

N  the  summer  of  19 10,  I  went  to  Yankton,  S.  D.,  to 
sell  maps.  Our  college  year  had  just  closed,  and 
the  following  Sunday  night  with  five  fellow  stu- 
dents I  left  for  the  green  pastures.  The  enterpris- 
ing agent  of  the  map  company,  had  by  hint,  sug- 
gestion and  various  covert  words,  led  us  to  believe  that,  once 
we  were  in  the  promised  land,  the  natives  would  flock  around 
us  and  tearfully  beseech  us  to  part  with  our  maps,  and  that  all 
the  while  a  golden  stream  of  simoleons  would  pour  into  our 
coffers.  Remember,  I  do  not  accuse  the  agent  of  saying  this, 
but  his  fiery  eloquence  and  persuasive  powers,  whenever  he 
dwelt  upon  the  subject  of  maps,  so  influenced  my  plastic  mind 
that  I  mentally  pictured  myself  standing  in  the  midst  of  a  group 
of  Dakota  farmers  who  loudly  clamored  for  our  goods.  Mon- 
day noon  my  partner  and  I  reached  Yankton.  My  partner  was 
going  to  give  me  a  start ;  he  was  an  old  hand  at  the  business. 
After  a  supposed  dinner  at  an  alleged  restaurant,  we  went 
forth — to  the  slaughter. 


THE  REVEREND  W.  J.  KERBY,  D.  D. 


THE  HON.  D.  D.  MURPHY. 


THE  TIME  I  WENT  BROKE  333 

The  story  of  our  efforts,  the  arguments  we  advanced,  and 
the  lies  we  told  in  our  righteous  zeal,  and  the  fate  we  suffered 
at  the  hands  of  those  unsympathetic  foreigners,  is  a  story  that 
would  wring  tears  even  from  the  unemotional  reader,  and 
therefore  it  will  be  told.  The  only  map  we  sold  (for  certain) 
was  the  one  I  inflicted  upon  the  parish  priest.  This  is  what  he 
said  as  he  consented  to  buy :  "One  of  you  fellows  will  lie,  and 
the  other  will  back  him  up ;  an  honest  man  has  no  chance  with 
you.    But  I  buy  from  every  faker;  yes,  I'll  take  it." 

Next  morning  we  drove  to  the  country.  "The  farmer," 
said  my  partner  Schmitt,  "he's  the  man  that  will  buy."  We 
had  no  luck,  however,  that  forenoon,  and  at  noon  Schmitt  left 
for  another  town.  I  was  alone  with  the  enemy.  Bravely  I  went 
out,  but  the  afternoon  brought  no  conquest.  How  long  could 
this  luck  last  ?  Not  long,  for  I  now  had  in  my  possession  $1.75, 
and  the  lack  of  money  is  a  very  potent  factor  in  bringing  on  a 
decision.  I  had  neglected  to  provide  myself  with  a  supply  of 
financial  munitions,  for  I  thought  I  would  be  readily  supplied 
with  cash  from  my  business  venture  here. 

The  following  morning  I  hired  a  horse  and  buggy  and 
again  went  forth,  hoping  that  somehow  there  would  be  a 
change.  Any  change  would  be  for  the  better — it  couldn't  be 
anv  worse.  Noon  came — no  luck.  The  man  who  fed  mvself 
and  horse  refused  to  permit  me  to  trade  in  a  map  on  the  deal. 
After  the  meal  I  went  on  my  way  again.  No  luck.  The  crisis 
came  at  four  that  afternoon,  when  on  the  top  of  a  clay  hill 
seven  miles  northwest  of  Yankton,  I  disgraced  myself  and  my 
native  state.  Dear  reader,  I  cried.  Yes,  twenty  years  of  age, 
big  as  any  man,  college-bred  and  all,  I  sat  in  the  buggy  and  the 
tears  rolled  down  the  lines  of  least  resistance ;  yea,  I  who  had 
conversed  with  savants,  who  had  looked  with  cold  and  calcu- 
lating eye  upon  students  in  a  city  school ;  I  who  like  Spartacus 
of  old  had  been  taught  to  gaze  into  the  eyeballs  of  the  fierce  Nu- 
midian  lion,  as  a  boy  upon  a  laughing  girl, — even  I,  wept  great 
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gobs  of  grief !  It  was  a  sight  for  men.  The  map  agent  had 
said  prophetically :  "You  will  see  times  when  you  will  cuss  the 
company  and  me  and  everyone  else ;  but  that's  the  time  to  stick 
to  it,  for  the  thickest  darkness  just  precedes  the  light."  It  was 
splendid  philosophy,  and  in  my  tears  I  said  to  myself  that  I 
would  try  again,  and  I  even  went  so  far  as  to  smile  at  the  little 
weakness  I  had  exhibited  to  the  horse  and  buggy.  'Til  try 
again,"  I  said.  But  I  couldn't ;  I  was  homesick,  sick  in  mind 
and  body — and  gave  up. 

I  turned  my  horse  around  and  started  for  the  town — I  was 
going  to  leave  Dakota  and  go  home.  Having  made  my  mind 
on  that  point,  I  now  gave  my  attention  to  another  weighty  mat- 
ter, for  I  was  encompassed  on  every  side  with  financial  diffi- 
culties. Hurriedly  I  took  an  inventory,  which  revealed  this 
state  of  affairs:  assets,  $1.75;  liabilities — hotel,  $5.00;  livery 
$3.00,  and  return  fare,  $9.00.  Reaching  the  town,  I  went 
straight  to  the  priest,  for  I  was  desperate,  and  said :  "Father, 
you'll  think  this  is  the  boldest  request  you  ever  heard,  but  I  am 
broke  and  I  want  to  go  home.  I  am  sick  of  this  place ;  will  you 
lend  me  the  money?"  He  said  a  man  owed  him  $20.00,  that  he 
expected  it  back  that  evening,  and  if  it  came  I  could  have  it  in 
the  morning.  I  thanked  him  and  said  good-bye,  determined  to 
be  out  of  Dakota  as  soon  as  possible.  I  asked  a  gentleman  on 
the  street  if  there  was  a  Yeoman  lodge  in  the  town.  Before  I 
was  through,  I  explained  to  him  the  state  of  my  affairs.  And 
the  fellow  had  the  boldness  to  make  the  suggestion  that  I  go  to 
work  until  I  had  money  to  meet  my  expenses !  Of  course,  I 
laughed  the  idea  to  scorn.  The  expression  "laughed  to  scorn" 
is  a  figure  of  speech  which  I  have  inserted  here  to  show  that  I 
did  not  approve  of  his  plan.  No,  I  would  leave  Yankton  that 
night,  even  if  I  had  to  walk.  I  had  settled  my  mind  on  that 
point  and  would  not  have  remained,  though  a  delegation  of  the 
citizens  should  offer  me  their  court  house  for  keeps. 
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And  now  upon  my  weary  brain  there  burst  a  brilliant 
thought.  It  was  like  the  rosy  dawn  of  the  returning  day.  Why 
not  pawn  some  oi  my  property?  I  had  a  gentleman  friend 
with  whom  1  associated  in  Davenport  who  used  that  method 
continually,  and  why  not  I?  Another  inventory:  watch  and 
»b.  I  carried  them  to  the  nearest  pawnshop  and  told  the  pro- 
prietor my  plight  and  added  a  few  other  details  with  the  idea 
1  -i"  extracting  all  the  money  possible.  However,  those  men  hear 
so  many  heart-rending  tales  that  they  become  used  to  them,  and 
even  the  most  pathetic  story  runs  off  like  water  from  a  duck's 
back.  Another  figure  of  speech,  serving  to  show  the  impression 
I  made  on  this  business-like  individual.  He  consented  to  give 
me  $10.50  and  assured  me  that  was  all  he  would  give  his  own 
mother.  I  parted  with  my  property  and  received  my  first  South 
Dakota  money  in  return.  Yes,  some  of  their  money  had  actu- 
ally found  its  way  into  my  hands,  but  under  much  different  cir- 
cumstances than  I  had  hitherto  pictured.  Burns  has  said  some- 
thing about  the  best-laid  schemes  of  mice  and  men  going  wrong. 
The  gentleman  wras  correct.  Another  inventory :  assets,  $12.25  J 
liabilities  $18.25.  My  hotel  bill  I  paid,  which  weakened  my  de- 
fenses by  $5.00.  Then  to  the  liveryman  I  went  and  told  him 
all,  saying  that  if  he  would  find  it  in  his  heart  to  trust  me  I 
w<  >uld  send  the  money  from  home.  I  believe  there  is  another 
figure  of  speech  that  people  use  to  express  their  opinion  of  such 
a  plan.  "Stone-age  stuff"  they  call  it.  But  no,  the  man  com- 
plimented me  on  not  sneaking  away  but  in  coming  to  him  and 
telling  him,  and  he  was  willing  to  trust  me. 

I  went  to  bed  that  night  with  as  light  a  heart  as  a  man 
usually  carries,  for  I  was  pleased  with  the  morrow's  prospects. 
At  four  that  morning  I  left.  At  four  that  afternoon  I  found  a 
friend  in  Waterloo  who  was  coming  to  our  town  next  week  to 
marry  one  of  our  neighbor  girls — just  the  man  to  lend  me  $3.00 
more  to  get  home  on.  Thanks !  I  reached  home  at  eleven  that 
night.    At  eight  next  morning  I  had  hired  to  work  for  my  un- 
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cle  on  the  farm.  It  wasn't  so  romantic  as  selling  maps,  but  it 
wasn't  so  risky  either.  My  first  money  went  to  the  keeper  of 
the  pawn-shop  for  my  watch.  And  the  next  to  the  kind-hearted 
liveryman.    The  newly  wed  could  wait. 

In  my  room  I  keep  two  cheap  leather  cases,  which  are  all  I 
have  to  show  for  a  journey  that  cost  me  in  money  $25.00.  The 
mental  anguish  from  the  affair,  and  the  humiliation  I  suffered 
in  shedding  tears  on  Dakota  soil,  can  never  be  measured  in  coin. 

Albert  Hogan,  '18. 
JOHN  DEERY. 

(Funeral  discourse  delivered  by  Archbishop  John  Joseph  Keane.) 
Dear  Friends  and  Brethren : 

Seldom  has  it  been  given  to  us  to  have  a  lesson  of  such 
value,  as  that  of  the  death  of  dear,  good  John  Deery.  Seldom 
has  there  been  such  a  universal  sadness,  as  that  which  has  been 
spread  over  the  hearts  of  all  of  us  to-day.  For  half  a  century, 
everybody  respected,  everybody  honored,  everybody  admired 
and  loved  him.  His  whole  life  was  spent  like  the  life  of  the 
sweet  Saviour,  in  going  about  doing  good.  Never,  in  the  his- 
tory of  the  world,  has  it  so  much  needed  the  sweet  lesson  which 
his  life  taught.  And  are  men,  here  in  the  world-  to-day,  going 
about  seeking  opportunities  to  do  good  ?    Oh  no ! 

Poor,  dear,  good  John  Deery.  I  almost  imagine  I  hear 
him  saying :  "Don't  talk  about  me.  Speak  of  that  of  which  I 
was  thinking,  when  death  snatched  me  away — that's  the  only 
thing  worth  while."  Seldom  is  it  given  to  us  to  know  just 
what  a  man  is  thinking  of,  when  death  snatches  him  away. 
God  made  it  clear,  in  the  case  of  John  Deery.  He  was  found, 
just  after  his  death,  sitting  before  his  desk,  and  on  the  desk, 


JOHN  DEERY  337 

immediately  in  front  of  him  was  a  crucifix,  and  a  book  had 
fallen  from  his  hands,  which  he  had  just  been  reading.  It  was 
a  history  oi  the  French  Revolution.  What!  This  a  prepara- 
tion for  death  ?  Yes.  We  shall  see  that  that  which  John  Deery 
was  reading,  was  his  preparation  for  death.  God  shaped  it  so. 
Perhaps,  few  people  knew  what  a  thinking  man  John  Deery 
was.  Still  waters  run  deep.  He  never  aimed  at  making  a 
racket  about  what  he  knew.  John  Deery  was  a  thinker.  But 
more  than  that ;  long  ago  John  Deery  learned  the  meaning  of 
that  awful  word  of  Holy  Scripture:  "With  desolation  is  the 
earth  made  desolate,  because  no  man  thinketh  in  his  heart."  So 
said  the  Prophet  Jeremiah,  long  before  the  coming  of  Christ; 
and  hundreds  of  Saints  have  re-echoed  it  throughout  the  cen- 
turies since;  "With  desolation  is  the  earth  made  desolate,  be- 
cause no  man  thinketh  in  his  heart."  Oh !  There  are  plenty,  who 
think  in  the  head,  planning,  scheming,  devising.  And  what  did 
the  good  God  mean  by  that  word  of  scripture :  "With  desola- 
tion is  the  earth  made  desolate,  because  no  man  thinketh  in  his 
heart."  What  is  it  to  think  in  the  heart?  To  think  in  the  heart 
is  to  think  as  God  thinks.  The  divine  revelation  has  come  to 
us  of  the  Holy  Trinity.  God  the  Father,  the  first  Person  of 
the  Blessed  Trinity,  in  the  majesty  of  his  Infinite  Power,  is 
ruled  by  Infinite  Wisdom,  the  second  Person  in  the  Blessed 
Trinity ;  and  both  are  ruled  and  regulated  by  Infinite  Love,  the 
Third  Person  of  the  Trinity.  Thus,  all  the  thinking  of  God's 
Infinite  Wisdom  and  Power,  is  ruled  by  Love :  God  always 
thinks  in  His  Heart. 

God  said :  "Let  us  make  man  in  our  image  and  likeness ;" 
a  being  endowed  with  power,  which  must  be  regulated  by  wis- 
dom, influenced,  prompted,  ruled,  and  governed  by  love.  Now 
that  is  what  is  meant  by  thinking  in  the  heart.  All  one's  actions 
must  be  regulated  by  thought,  and  governed  by  love.  Gov- 
erned by  what  kind  of  love  ?  There  again,  our  dear  Lord  has 
made  it  clear  to  us :  "Thou  shalt  love  the  Lord  thy  God,  with 
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thy  whole  heart,  with  thy  whole  mind,  with  thy  whole  strength, 
and  thy  neighbor  as  thyself."  This  is  the  kind  of  love  that  is 
meant.  All  our  actions  should  be  governed  by  that  real  love, 
the  love  of  God  and  the  love  of  our  neighbor.  The  love  of 
God  above  all  things,  and  the  love  of  one's  neighbor  as  one's 
self.  Who  is  the  man  governed  by  that  kind  of  thinking?  Only 
the  man  who,  every  day  in  his  life,  goes  on  his  knees,  and  looks 
up  and  says :  "Our  Father  who  art  in  heaven,  hallowed  be  Thy 
name,  Thy  kingdom  come,  Thy  will  be  done  on  earth,  as  it  is  in 
heaven."  This  should  be  the  governing  rule  of  all  human  ac- 
tivity.   John  Deery  said  that  prayer  every  day  of  his  life. 

Poor  John,  sitting  there  saying  the  "Our  Father,"  remem- 
bered what  it  meant  that  "Thou  shalt  love  the  Lord  thy  God, 
with  thy  whole  heart,  with  thy  whole  mind,  with  thy  whole 
strength,  and  thy  neighbor  as  thyself."  Poor  John  looked 
around  the  world,  and  said :  "Where,  in  the  name  of  God,  can 
I  find  that?"  And  then  John,  as  a  thinking,  well  read  man,  re- 
membered that  in  all  the  history  of  the  ages  ,the  tragedy  of  the 
French  Revolution  shows  us,  more  than  anything  else,  the  re- 
sults of  the  wrong  way  of  thinking.  He  meditated  upon  this. 
Just  then,  with  that  thought  of  the  "Our  Father"  in  mind,  he 
picked  up  the  story  of  the  French  Revolution,  and  merely 
glanced  at  it.  He  didn't  need  to  read  it  thoroughly,  because  he 
knew  the  history  of  that  revolution — he  had  read  it  before 
many  times.  "With  desolation  is  the  earth  made  desolate,  be- 
cause no  man  thinketh  in  his  heart."  France  used  to  think  in 
its  heart — never  was  there  anything  sweeter,  or  grander,  than 
the  glories  of  France,  under  the  paternal  rule  of  King  St.  Louis. 
It  was  the  land  of  goodness,  chivalry  and  magnificence;  and 
there  was  only  one  other  country  that  could  be  compared  with 
France  at  that  period,  and  that  was  the  dear  old  Emerald  Isle. 
Ireland,  at  that  time,  was  the  school  room  for  the  rest  of  Eu- 
rope. History  tells  us  that  it  was  there,  the  potentates  were 
wont  to  go  for  their  education.     Louis  IX.  went  there,  to  get 
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his  education;  as  did  many  before  him.  Erin  was  called  "the 
Island  of  Saints  and  Scholars."  She  always  "thought  in  her 
heart,"  and  that  made  her  glorious. 

But  1  tenry  VIII.  took  mighty  good  care  to  stamp  all  that 
out.  And  who  permitted  that?  God  permitted  it.  God  has 
his  reasons  for  all  the  tragedies  of  the  world.  God  has  his  own 
wise  wisdom,  for  all  the  calamities  that  befall  mankind.  Wis- 
dom comes  to  man,  sometimes  only  after  his  mistakes.  O,  the 
proud  conceit  of  man!  The  poor  contemptible  fool  will  learn 
only  by  his  mistakes.  It  all  resolves  itself  to  the  "reductio  ad 
absurdum."  God  permits  man  to  carry  out  his  own  ideas  to 
their  absurd  conclusions;  and  the  wise  man  then  profits  by  his 
own  mistakes.  God  permitted  Henry  VIII.,  Elizabeth,  and 
Cromwell  to  work  it  out  in  that  fashion.  He  permitted  Louis 
XIV7.  and  his  followers  to  work  it  out  in  France.  It  occasioned 
what  has  been  called  "the  Renaissance" — the  "new  birth."  The 
new  birth  of  what?  The  new  birth  of  the  ideals  of  heathen- 
ism. 

The  learned  men  of  the  day  of  Louis  XIV.  convinced 
themselves,  and  they  tried  to  convince  the  world  around  them, 
that  the  only  grand  and  noble  ideals,  were  the  grand  ideals  of 
Greece  and  Rome.  But  thev  didn't  tell  them  that  Greece  and 
Rome  had  been  ruined  by  their  ideals,  and  had  died  in  filth  and 
rotteness.  All  Christendom  listened  in  amazement  to  their 
superb  eloquence,  as  they  portrayed  in  shining  colors  Greek 
idealism  and  Roman  imperialism.  A  great  many  were  ready 
to  listen  to  them.  Louis  XIV.  first  of  all.  He  was  fascinated 
by  the  grandeur  of  Greece  and  the  imperialism  of  Rome.  He 
said :  "Go  ahead."  The  sycophants  and  courtiers  of  his  Court 
applauded  and  followed  him ;  and  thus  they  spread  the  lie,  not 
thinking  for  a  moment,  that  it  was  a  lie  from  hell.  Nay,  even 
among  the  servants  of  God,  there  were  found  those  who  ac- 
cepted that  false  doctrine,  and  "put  on  the  livery  of  heaven  to 
serve  the  devil  in."    LTn-christian  ideas  permeated  the  whole  of 
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France,  and  resulted  in  the  developement  of  two  classes,  the 
Nobles  and  the  "Canaille."  "Love  thy  neighbor  as  thyself." 
Who  is  my  neighbor?  They  used  to  say:  "Every  man  is  thy 
neighbor,  without  exception."  Now  they  said,  that  is  all 
changed.  This  condition  went  on  in  France  for  some  genera- 
tions, and  they  began  to  consider  themselves  gods,  knowing 
good  and  evil.  Christ  was  "passe."  The  breach  between  the 
two  classes  became  wider  and  wider.  "With  desolation  is  the 
earth  made  desolate,  because  no  man  thinketh  in  his  heart." 
The  good  priests,  homeless,  hidden  away  in  corners,  wept,  pow- 
erless, at  the  feet  of  our  divine  Saviour.  The  whole  country 
was  in  the  grip  of  Satan,  and  all  countries  around  looked  on 
and  admired.  Then  came  the  explosion.  Whoever  trifles  with 
hell  fire  is  going  to  get  burned.  It  came  in  the  French  Revolu- 
tion. Foolishly,  they  believed  that  the  "rights  of  man,"  meant 
to  do  as  he  pleased,  regardless  of  the  laws  of  God.  Their  "dec- 
laration of  the  rights  of  man,"  was  really  the  declaration  of 
Satan — that  man  is  supreme,  and  that  Christ  must  stand  back. 
Hundreds  upon  hundreds  of  good,  holy  priests  died  martyrs. 
The  whole  world  looked  on,  in  amazement  and  horror,  at  what 
has  been  called  the  Reign  of  Terror.  Their  horrible  delusion 
was  at  its  height,  when  the  canaille  took  a  prostitute  and  placed 
her  on  the  altar  of  Notre  Dame,  and  worshipped  her  as  the 
Goddess  of  Reason.  But  "with  desolation  is  the  earth  made 
desolate,  because  no  man  thinketh  in  his  heart."  There  now 
sprang  forth  from  that  horror  the  man  whom  they  called  "Le 
Petit  Corporal,"  the  little  Corsican,  Napoleon  Bonaparte.  He 
had  in  him  the  genius  of  Satan,  and  he  gained  control  of  the 
entire  situation.  He  saw  that  things  were  all  wrong,  and  that 
the  only  thing  to  do,  was  to  restore  France  to  her  Christian 
state.  Bonaparte  tried  it;  but  what  kind  of  Christianity  was 
that  ?  It  was  a  dead  failure.  He  was  only  blundering  at  Chris- 
tianity. The  only  picture  I  ever  admired  of  Napoleon  Bona- 
parte, is  that  in  which  he  is  lying  dead,  on  the  Island  of  Helena, 
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his  classic  Features  peaceful  in  repose,  with  a  Crucifix  on  his 
breast,  lie  clietl  exclaiming  with  his  last  breath:  "Peccavi — I 
have  sinned:  I  have  been  all  wrong — Christ  alone  is  man's 
friend."  '(neater  love  than  this  hath  no  man,  that  he  lay 
down  his  life  for  his  friend;  and  I,  when  I  am  lifted  up  on  the 
Cross,  will  draw  all  things  to  myself." 

John  Deery  saw  all  that.  And,  looking  around  at  the  ter- 
rible devastation  going  on  in  the  world  now,  he  saw  that  it  was 
a  repetition  of  what  went  on  in  France.  "With  desolation  is 
the  earth  made  desolate,  because  no  man  thinketh  in  his  heart." 
He  saw  that  men  will  be  saved  from  their  folly,  only  by  bitter 
experience,  and  by  the  pitying  mercy  of  God. — Then  he  grew 
sadly  weary,  and  he  groaned :  Come,  Lord  Jesus,  come.  St. 
John  tells  us  in  the  Apocalypse,  Jesus  said :  "I  come  and  my  re- 
ward is  with  me,  to  render  to  every  man  according  to  his 
works."  The  dear  Saviour  called  him :  "John,  I  come :  are  you 
ready?"  and  John  answered  in  all  humility:  "Lord,  I  hope  so. 
I  have  always  tried  to  be  square  with  Thee,  and  with  my  fellow 
men ;  and  only  a  few  days  ago,  I  had  the  happiness  of  receiving 
the  Sacraments  of  Penance  and  Holy  Eucharist, — the  Sacra- 
ment of  Penance  to  cleanse  me  from  the  stains  of  sin,  and  the 
Sacrament  of  Holy  Eucharist  to  feed  my  poor  soul  with  the 
Bread  of  Life,  of  which  Thou  hast  said:  "He  that  eateth  Me, 
the  same  shall  live  by  Me.'  Yes,  Lord,  come."  And  Jesus 
came. 

My  dear  brethren,  I  hope  you  will  take  this  lesson  to  heart. 
How  many  are  there  who  think  in  their  hearts?  How  many 
think  thoughts  that  are  prompted  by  love  of  God,  and  love  of 
their  fellow  men;  so  that  they  may  not  have  to  taste  of  the 
"desolation  of  the  earth?"  Many  and  many  a  poor  fellow 
says  :  "Lord  I  will  after  a  while ;  but  now  I  have  other  things  to 
attend  to.  You  know  Lord  I  have  many  things  to  do.  Just 
wait  awhile."  And  the  poor  fellows  keep  our  Lord  waiting; 
but  they  cannot  keep  Satan  waiting.    They  keep  putting  it  off, 


342  THE  COLLEGE  SPOKESMAN 

procrastinating.  Well  has  it  been  said  that  "procrastination  is 
the  thief  of  time,"  and  it  is  the  thief  of  souls  as  well.  May 
God,  in  his  mercy,  deliver  all  of  us  from  desolation ;  and  may 
we  all  be  prompted  to  direct  our  action  by  the  love  of  God,  and 
the  love  of  our  neighbor.  Dear,  good,  honest  John  Deery  so 
acted ;  and  his  death  is  now  the  instrument  for  our  instruction. 
We  shall  pray  for  his  eternal  repose ;  and  may  he  pray  for  our 
entire  conversion  to  God. 
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BERNARD  HENRY  FORKENBROCK. 

(From  the  Dyersville  Commercial,  June  1,  1916.) 

As  a  matter  of  college  history,  we  present  to  our  readers 
the  following  account  of  the  life  of  Bernard  H.  Forkenbrock, 
who,  in  the  words  of  Archbishop  Keane,  "was  the  first  man  in 
the  Archdiocese  of  Dubuque  to  look  beyond  parochial  needs 
and  interests  for  large  things  to  be  done  by  the  Church.  He 
was  the  pioneer  in  the  larger  view  of  truly  Catholic  interests." 

Mr.  B.  Henry  Forkenbrock,  one  of  the  oldest  as  well  as 
one  of  the  most  highly  respected  and  widely  known  pioneer 
citizens  of  Dyersville,  died  suddenly  at  his  home  on  West  Main 
street  last  Saturday  evening  at  about  6 :20  o'clock.  Mr.  Fork- 
enbrock was  about  the  house  and  yard  as  usual  that  day,  and 
when  the  news  was  given  out  that  he  had  passed  away,  it  came 
as  a  shock  to  his  friends  and  acquaintances. 

Mr.  Forkenbrock  had  been  suffering  from  complications 
due  to  old  age  for  about  two  years,  but  owing  to  his  strong  con- 
stitution and  robust  makeup,  he  withstood  the  attacks,  and  the 
past  several  months  had  been  in  fairly  good  health.  A  heart 
ailment  had  developed,  and  this  brought  about  his  sudden  de- 
mise. He  had  spent  all  of  Saturday  at  his  usual  duties,  and  at 
six  o'clock  went  to  the  rear  porch  and  seated  himself  on  a  chair. 
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A  few  minutes  later  members  of  the  household  heard  him  fall, 
and  rushing  to  his  side,  his  son  Fred  found  him  breathing  his 
last. 

Mr.  Forkenbrock  was  successful  in  business.  He  built  up 
a  large  estate,  and  in  years  of  success  believed  in  returning  good 
deeds  for  the  blessings  received.  Actuated  by  a  kindly  nature 
and  a  generous  disposition,  he  was  concerned  for  the  welfare, 
both  material  and  spiritual,  of  his  fellow  men.  He  contributed 
liberally  to  the  cause  of  religion  and  Christian  education,  and 
his  influence  in  this  work  was  felt  not  only  locally,  but  through- 
out the  diocese  and  state.  Sincere  in  purpose,  despite  the  fact 
that  his  life  was  lived  modestly  and  retiredly,  he  was  recog- 
nized as  a  power  for  good.  His  death  will  be  mourned  by  many 
throughout  the  state. 

Besides  giving  freely  toward  the  fund  for  the  erection  of 
the  St.  Francis  Church  and  School  of  this  city,  Mr.  Forken- 
brock and  his  late  wife  donated  the  handsome  pulpit  in  the  edi- 
fice and  also  presented  the  parish  with  the  necessary  funds  for 
the  electric  light  fixtures  and  the  installation  work. 

He  also  left  enduring  memorials  of  himself  in  the  estab- 
lishment of  six  scholarships  of  $5,000  each:  one  in  the  Ameri- 
can Catholic  College,  Rome,  for  the  education  of  young  men  to 
the  priesthood ;  one  with  the  German  Catholic  Central  Society, 
for  the  education  of  Catholic  laymen,  and  four  scholarships  at 
Dubuque  College  for  the  education  of  young  men  for  the  priest- 
hood, not  only  for  diocesan  but  also  for  foreign  missions. 

Two  sons  and  a  grandson  were  given  to  the  Holy  Priest- 
hood, Rev.  B.  H.  Forkenbrock  of  New  Hampton,  Rev.  H.  H. 
Forkenbrock  of  Seymour,  Wisconsin,  and  Rev.  Wm.  Schulte 
of  Dubuque  College. 

Mr.  B.  Henry  Forkenbrock  was  born  December  16,  1840, 
in  Handorf,  near  Muenster,  Westfalen,  Germany.  When  two 
and  one-half  years  old  he  was  sent  to  Telgte,  to  his  grandmoth- 
er, Mrs.  Holscher,  where  he  remained  until  1857,  attending  the 
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schools  of  Telgte  in  the  regular  hours  and  in  the  evening  going 
to  a  drawing  school.  On  April  28,  1857,  after  having  visited 
his  parents  a  month  in  Handorf,  he  in  company  with  the  late 
Bernard  Holscher,  his  uncle,  left  their  native  home  for  Amer- 
ica, sailing  from  Bremerhafen  May  5.  They  were  on  the  ocean 
seven  weeks,  reaching  Baltimore  June  29,  1857,  Fort  Wayne 
July  4 ;  Chicago,  July  5 ;  Dubuque,  July  6,  and  Dyersville,  the 
following  day,  where  they  joined  the  late  Henry  Holscher,  Sr. 

April  14,  1863,  he  was  united  in  marriage  to  Mary  Anna 
Fangmann,  who  preceded  him  in  death,  passing  away  Febru- 
ary 1,  1908.  The  marriage  took  place  in  St.  Boniface  church 
at  New  Vienna,  the  late  Rev.  James  Orth  performing  the  cere- 
mony. Thirteen  children  were  born  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Forken- 
brock.  The  oldest  boy  John,  died  in  1866,  when  about  a  year 
and  six  months  of  age.  Four  girls  died  in  infancy,  and  Mary, 
deceased  wife  of  B.  W.  Schulte,  departed  this  life  on  March 
15,  1901.  The  children  surviving  are:  Rev.  B.  H.  Forken- 
brock  of  New  Hampton ;  Joseph  I.  Forkenbrock  of  New  Hamp- 
ton; Rev.  Henry  Forkenbrock  of  Seymour,  Wisconsin;  Mrs. 
Bernard  Thier  of  Lismore,  Minnesota;  Frank  J.  Forkenbrock 
of  Adrian,  Minnesota;  Fred  H.  Forkenbrock  of  Dyersville, 
and  John  Forkenbrock  of  Three  Forks,  Mont.  He  is  also  sur- 
vived by  one  sister,  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Kemper,  West  Baden,  Kries, 
Muenster,  Germany. 

During  all  these  years  of  residence  in  Dyersville,  Mr. 
Forkenbrock  was  known  as  one  of  our  best  and  most  influen- 
tial citizens.  Aside  from  personal  business  affairs,  he  took  ac- 
tive interest  in  movements  for  the  benefit  and  upbuilding  of  the 
town  and  community.  He  was  a  member  of  the  town  council 
for  three  years,  and  he  had  held  other  positions  of  trust.  He 
was  appointed  a  member  of  the  board  of  trustees  of  the  St. 
Francis  parish  on  October  7,  1883,  a  position  he  held  up  to  the 
time  of  his  demise.  He  was  treasurer  of  the  Rosary  Society 
of  the  local  parish  for  forty  years. 
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Mr.  Porkenbrock's  life  was  an  open  book.  His  every  day- 
conduct  bespoke  his  loyalty  to  his  Master,  his  kindly  nature,  his 
honesty  and  charitable  disposition.  His  many  fine  qualities 
and  noble  traits  were  known  to  those  nearest  and  dear  to  him, 
not  only,  but  to  all  with  whom  he  came  in  contact  and  had  deal- 
ings. He  was  a  friend  to  the  poor,  donating  liberally  to  the 
support  of  the  needy  and  making  regular  contributions  to  the 
support  oi  the  orphans  ;  and  he  was  known  to  give  freely  to  par- 
ishes in  this  diocese  other  than  Dyersville.  His  interest  in  edu- 
cational matters  never  lessened  as  the  years  brought  him  closer 
to  the  ultimate  goal.  A  few  moments  before  he  died  he  wrote 
a  check,  making  a  contribution  towards  St.  Francis  school,  for 
the  collection  to  be  taken  up  the  following  day. 

One  of  the  pleasant  events  of  his  later  years,  was  an  audi- 
ence granted  him  by  Pope  Leo  XIII.,  at  Rome,  on  June  29, 
1897,  when  he  made  a  trip  to  Europe  with  his  son,  Rev.  Henry 
Forkenbrock.    He  also  attended  a  Mass  read  by  His  Holiness. 

Mr.  Forkenbrock  was  a  kind  and  devoted  husband  and 
father,  and  his  home  life  was  ideal.  He  was  very  solicitous  for 
the  welfare  of  those  entrusted  to  his  care,  and  his  intense  loy- 
alty and  devotion  to  the  family  ties  will  ever  remain  an  hon- 
ored memory  and  a  worthy  example  to  his  children.  But  not 
alone  to  his  family  was  his  sympathetic  nature  extended.  No 
one  in  this  city  was  more  ready  than  he  in  responding  to  the 
call  of  distress  or  in  administering  comfort  to  his  friends  and 
neighbors  in  time  of  sorrow. 

His  passing  into  the  shadowy  valley  has  caused  many  to 
mourn,  but  they  are  comforted  by  the  thought  that  he  did  not 
live  in  vain  and  that  his  life  of  true  Christian  principle  reflects 
a  pleasant  memory.  Although  his  death  came  suddenly,  his  en- 
tire life  was  a  preparation  for  that  vital  moment  of  dissolution, 
and  he  was  fully  prepared  to  meet  his  Master. 

The  funeral  was  held  Wednesday  morning,  at  9 130,  from 
the  family  home  to  St.  Francis  Church.    Long  before  the  hour 
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for  the  services  had  arrived,  there  was  a  large  assembly  of 
friends  at  the  residence  and  in  the  church,  who  came  to  pay 
their  last  tribute  of  respect  to  the  departed.  Solemn  requiem 
Mass  was  offered  by  Rev.  B.  H.  Forkenbrock  assisted  by  Rev. 
H.  H.  Forkenbrock,  as  deacon,  Rev.  Wm.  Schulte,  subdeacon, 
and  Rev.  Dr.  Thier,  master  of  ceremonies.  Most  Rev.  Arch- 
bishop J.  J.  Keane  of  Dubuque,  was  present,  and  the  deacons  of 
honor  were  Rev.  J.  J.  Schilmoeller,  of  Worthington  and  Rev. 
H.  P.  Rohlmann  of  Waterloo. 

Following  the  Mass,  Archbishop  Keane  preached  a  ser- 
mon in  which  he  paid  a  worthy  tribute  to  the  life  of  the  de- 
ceased. "Mr.  Forkenbrock's  life,"  he  said,  "was  formed  by 
the  great  ideals  furnished  by  the  gospels,  which  made  for  dis- 
interested devotion  to  the  interests  of  religion.  He  was  the 
first  man  in  the  archdiocese  of  Dubuque  to  look  beyond  paro- 
chial needs  and  interests  for  large  things  to  be  done  for  the 
Church.  Long  years  ago  he  founded  two  burses  at  the  Ameri- 
can College  in  Rome,  and  he  gave  largely  to  foreign  missions. 
He  was  the  pioneer  in  the  larger  view  of  truly  Catholic  inter- 
ests. His  was  a  sincere  and  intensely  devoted  life,  a  life  which 
made  much  for  personal  influence." 

"In  speaking  of  Mr.  Forkenbrock,  Monsignor  Heer,  his 
former  pastor,  stated,"  continued  the  Archbishop,  "that  were 
it  not  for  him  the  Dyersville  parish  would  not  be  what  it  is.  The 
parish  is  greatly  indebted  to  him  not  only  for  his  munificence  in 
money  but  for  his  splendid  influence  of  a  truly  Christian  life. 
The  diocese  at  large  is  indebted  to  him  for  inaugurating  a  large 
service  which  makes  for  the  growth  of  the  Church,  and  that 
consequently  will  live  in  the  monuments  he  has  erected  and  in 
the  name  and  history  he  has  made.  For  generations  the  young 
men  being  educated  by  the  burses  he  has  established  will  remem- 
ber him  in  their  prayers  and  gratitude." — Following  the  ser- 
mon, the  Archbishop  gave  the  last  absolution  at  the  casket, 
after  which  the  remains  were  taken  to  St.  Francis  Cemetery  and 
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laid  to  rest  in  the  family  lot.     Rev.  H.  H.  Forkenbrock  offici- 
ated at  the  services  at  the  grave. 

Among  the  clergy  present  were :  Monsignor  G.  W.  Heer, 
Dubuque;  Wry  Rev.  Father  Warning,  Dyersville;  Rev.  H.  P. 
Rohlmann,  Waterloo;  Rev.  Wm.  Kunkel,  Raymond;  Rev.  M. 
H.  Carey,  New  Hampton;  Rev.  J.  Schillmoeller,  Worthington; 
Rev.  A.  Thole,  New  Vienna ;  Rev.  H.  Dunkel,  Dyersville ;  Rev. 
M.  ML  Hoffmann,  Dyersville;  Rev.  John  Richards,  Dubuque; 
Rev.  H.  Loosbrock,  Petersburg;  Rev.  M.  Ambrosy,  Dubuque; 
Rev.  A.  Thier,  D.  D.,  Dubuque. 

Among  those  from  out  of  town  present  at  the  funeral 
were  Mr.  Bernard  Mairose,  of  Alton;  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Summers 
of  Dubuque;  Mrs.  M.  Pacquet  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Frank  Wild 
of  Dubuque ;  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jos.  I.  Forkenbrock  and  three  sons, 
Bernard,  Aloysius  and  Everett,  of  New  Hampton;  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Frank  J.  Forkenbrock  of  Adrian,  Minnesota;  Mr.  John 
Forkenbrock,  Three  Forks,  Montana ;  C.  M.  McGovern  of  Du- 
buque; Mr.  and  Mrs.  Michael  Dolan  of  Dubuque;  Miss  Julia 
Schulte,  Sidney,  Nebraska;  Mr.  and  Mrs.  A.  D.  Holbrock, 
Waterloo ;  and  many  relatives  and  friends  from  New  Vienna, 
Petersburg,  Luxemburg  and  Worthington.  On  account  of  the 
illness  of  their  daughter,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bernard  Thier  of  Lis- 
more,  Minnesota,  were  unable  to  be  present  at  the  funeral. 
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OUR  GRAND  OLD  MAN. 

One  of  the  significant  events  in  the  history  of  the  arch- 
diocese occurred  on  July  6,  when  clergy  and  faithful  met  in 
St.  Raphael's  Cathedral  to  celebrate  the  golden  jubilee  of  the 
priesthood  of  our  retired  Archbishop,  John  Joseph  Keane. 
An  address  in  behalf  of  the  priests  of  the  archdiocese  was 
read  by  Monsignor  Heer,  and  one  in  behalf  of  the  people,  by 
Attorney  P.  J.  Nelson.  The  following  letter  of  the  Apostolic 
Delegate  is  representative  of  the  numerous  tributes  paid  to  his 
Grace  by  clergy  and  laity  alike : 

Most  Rev.  John  J.  Keane,  D.  D.,  Titular  Archbishop 
of  Ciana,  Dubuque,  Iowa. 

Your  Grace :  Having  learned  that  Your  Grace 
will  celebrate  the  golden  jubilee  of  your  ordination  to 
the  priesthood  on  the  sixth  of  this  month,  I  deem  it  a 
duty,  no  less  than  a  pleasure,  to  tender  you  my  hearty 
congratulations  on  so  auspicious  an  occasion. 

Half  a  century  of  service  in  the  holy  priesthood 
is  in  itself  a  glorious  record  and  a  priceless  gift  of 
God,  but  when  to  it  is  added  a  faithful  discharge  for 
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many  years  of  high  and  important  offices  in  the 
Church  and  such  perfect  co-operation  with  the  grace 
of  God  as  has  been  the  case  in  the  life  of  Your  Grace, 
it  undoubtedly  becomes  an  event  worthy  of  solemn 

commemoration. 

It  is  precisely  with  this  thought  in  mind  of  your 
faithful  correspondence  to  so  great  a  gift  of  God  and 
of  your  loyalty  in  the  fulfillment  of  the  duties  en- 
trusted to  you  by  Divine  providence,  that  I  take  pleas- 
ure in  offering  you  my  hearty  congratulations.  I  hope 
and  pray  for  Your  Grace  many  more  years  of  health 
and  happiness  among  us,  and  such  happiness  as  will  be 
surpassed  only  by  that  heavenly  joy  which  God  has 
prepared  for  you  in  remuneration  for  your  long  and 
faithful  service. 

With  sentiments  of  esteem  I  beg  to  remain 

Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 

John  Bonzano, 
Archbishop  of  Melitine,  Apostolic  Delegate. 

Elsewhere  we  publish  the  soulful  sermon  delivered  by  the 
Archbishop  of  St.  Paul. — The  faculty,  students  and  alumni  of 
Dubuque  College  answer  a  great  Amen  to  every  good  word 
spoken  of  our  Grand  Old  Man. 

THE  SUMMER  SCHOOL. 

Like  those  of  past  years,  the  summer  school  now  in  ses- 
sion at  the  College,  is  a  fine  success.  The  religious  in  attend- 
ance represent  fourteen  different  sisterhoods.  All  the  courses 
usually  followed  in  summer  schools  are  presented,  and  most  of 
them  are  numerously  patronized.  Enthusiasm  characterizes 
the  work  both  of  students  and  instructors.     A  little  diversion 
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was  offered  on  July  6,  when,  thanks  to  the  courtesy  of  the  local 
Knights  of  Columbus,  the  members  took  a  boat  ride  on  the 
Mississippi.  Besides  the  regular  lectures,  addresses  have  been 
given  by  Archbishop  Keane,  Archbishop  Ireland,  Bishop  Car- 
roll, Dr.  Kerby,  and  the  Rev.  John  H.  O'Rourke,  S.  J.,  who 
recently  conducted  retreats  at  the  College  for  the  laymen  and 
the  priests. 
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SIX  BIG  FRIENDS. 

Among  the  pictures  in  this  issue  of  The  Spokesman  are 
those  of  six  big  friends  of  the  College.  Archbishop  James 
J.  Keane  since  his  advent  in  Dubuque  has  made  the  College 
the  chief  object  of  his  solicitude.  His  first  great  work  and 
one  that  he  has  not  ceased  to  prosecute  with  unflagging  zeal, 
was  to  put  the  claims  of  Dubuque  College  before  the  Catho- 
lics of  this  archdiocese.  Wherever  he  went  among  his  people, 
he  pleaded  in  strong,  impressive  words  for  higher  Christian 
education  as  a  necessary  means  to  the  fulfillment  of  the 
Church's  mission.  Already  results  are  evident  in  multiplied 
buildings,  an  enlarged  campus,  in  the  Catholic  University  sum- 
mer school,  and,  above  all,  in  an  awakened  sense  on  the  part  of 
Catholics  of  their  responsibility  in  the  matter  of  college  educa- 
tion. "Upright,  educated  Catholics  in  private  and  in  public 
life," — has  been  the  Archbishop's  slogan.  To  this  end  he  has 
urged  a  more  thorough  education  in  the  parish  school,  the  col- 
lege, and  the  university. 

What  to  some  but  a  few  years  ago  appeared  an  all  but  im- 
possible undertaking,  has  become  a  grand  reality.  When 
Catholics  of  the  archdiocese  visit  Dubuque  and  see  what  their 
money  has  done  to  build  up  the  College  and  to  insure  a  larger 
future  for  the  Church  in  the  middle  west,  they  rejoice  and  con- 
gratulate themselves  that  they  heeded  their  leader's  voice.    And 
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the  best  is  yet  to  be.  Priests  and  laity,  taking  up  the  slogan  of 
the  Archbishop,  are  determined  not  to  rest  on  their  laurels  until 
they  have  secured  for  Dubuque  College  an  endowment  ade- 
quate i«  1  its  needs  and  opportunities.  When  the  College  shall  be 
so  endowed  that  it  can  offer  a  free  education  to  every  young 
man  who  has  not  the  price  to  pay,  the  Archbishop's  crowning 
work  shall  have  been  achieved. 

The  name  of  our  retired  Archbishop,  John  Joseph  Keane, 
has  for  years  been  one  of  the  foremost  in  the  field  of  Christian 
education.  As  bishop  of  Richmond  he  was  a  scholarly  ex- 
1'  merit  of  the  Catholic  school  system  as  outlined  by  the 
Council  of  Baltimore.  With  voice  and  pen  he  helped  to  silence 
the  objections  which  in  those  days  were  frequently  raised 
against  the  parochial  school.  Likewise  he  championed  the 
cause  of  higher  culture.  When  the  Catholic  University  was 
established  at  the  nation's  capital,  his  learning,  zeal,  and  elo- 
quence commended  him  to  Leo  XIII.  and  the  American  hier- 
archy as  the  man  to  launch  so  great  an  enterprise.  His  force- 
ful personality  and  his  linguistic  ability  impressed  the  uni- 
versity men  of  Europe  wdien  he  traveled  abroad  seeking  pro- 
fessors for  the  school  at  Washington. 

Naturally,  when  he  came  to  Dubuque  he  lost  no  oppor- 
tunity to  advocate  the  welfare  of  the  College.  From  his  in- 
spirational leadership  sprang  new  life  and  growth.  And  since 
his  retirement  from  active  duty  his  interest  in  the  institution 
n<  it  slackened.  One  of  his  real  delights  even  now  is  to  talk 
to  the  boys  on  the  great  big  things  of  life  and  the  wonderful 
nihilities  that  lie  undeveloped  in  each  youthful  soul.  May 
his  gracious  personality  be  with  us  long  as  an  inspiration  to 
the  better  things. 

Father  A.  M.  Clark  is  another  of  our  living  friends  who 
justly  merits  the  title  "big."  For  years  he  has  been  doing  big 
things  for  the  College.  Many  of  these  are  unknown  to  the  pub- 
lic, and  these  we  may  not  presume  to  mention  here.       Clark 
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Field,  one  of  his  best  benefactions  to  the  old  St.  Joseph's  Col- 
lege, would  alone  suffice  to  perpetuate  his  name.  Since  Loras 
Hall  came  into  being,  Clark  Library  has  become  another  monu- 
ment to  the  generosity  of  this  good  friend.  Equipped  by 
Father  Clark  at  no  small  expense,  it  is  one  of  the  most  attrac- 
tive and  serviceable  libraries  to  be  found.  Here  our  reverend 
benefactor  spends  his  days.  The  work  of  arranging  and  cata- 
loguing the  books  is  done  by  certain  students  under  his  personal 
supervision,  and  system  and  thoroughness  everywhere  prevail. 
Father  Clark  himself  is  the  librarian.  His  extensive  know- 
ledge of  books,  his  scholarly  taste,  and  his  eagerness  to  help 
the  boys  in  their  quest  of  literature  pertaining  to  their  various 
subjects  of  study  and  investigation,  make  him  an  aid  invalu- 
able. 

Connected  with  the  library  is  a  wireless  station,  also 
equipped  by  Father  Clark  and  operated  under  his  direction. 
Clark  Library  with  its  adjunct  of  a  wireless  station  is  one  of 
the  greatest  educational  factors  of  which  the  College  boasts. 

Among  our  friends  gone  to  their  reward,  Monsignor  Gar- 
land will  never  be  forgotten.  At  his  death  in  1914,  The 
Spokesman  recorded  his  benefactions  to  the  College  and  gave 
an  acount  of  his  priestly  life.  His  gift  of  $25,000  was  the 
nucleus  whence  grew  the  handsome  fund  that  made  Loras 
Hall  a  reality. 

Two  other  benefactors  have  but  recently  been  called  from 
the  earthly  scene — John  Deery  of  Dubuque,  and  Bernard  For- 
kenbrock  of  Dyersville.  Mr.  Deery  left  to  the  College  property 
valued  at  $42,000.  This  amount,  according  to  a  provision  in 
his  will,  is  to  be  devoted  to  the  education  of  worthy  young  men 
aspiring  to  the  priesthood.  Mr.  Forkenbrock  before  his  death 
had  given  the  College  two  $5,000  scholarships.  In  his  last 
testament  the  College  was  made  the  beneficiary  of  two  like 
scholarships,  bringing  his  total  gifts  up  to  the  significant  sum 
of  $20,000. 
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Students  and  faculty  pray  daily  for  all  our  benefactors, 
and  Masses  in  their  behalf  are  offered  frequently  in  our  college 
chapel.  Elsewhere  in  this  issue  we  publish  tributes  to  Mr. 
Deery  and  Mr.  Forkenbrock.  One  is  by  Archbishop  John 
Joseph  Keane.  It  is  the  sermon  delivered  at  Mr.  Deery's 
funeral.  The  other  is  from  The  Dyersvii^e  Commercial, 
whose  editor,  Mr.  Smith,  was  a  neighbor  and  intimate  friend 
of  Bernard  Forkenbrock. 


& 


OUR  PICTURE  NUMBER. 

The  Spokesman  had  available  on  June  i  twenty-one 
freshly  turned  philosophical  essays,  an  almost  equal  number  of 
literary  essays,  ambitious  dissertations  of  every  shade  of 
thought,  and  stories  not  a  few.  Yet  we  have  put  them  all  aside 
to  season  in  the  summer  sun  and  have  presented  to  our  readers 
in  this  number  mainly  pictures  and  college  news.  We  fancy 
that's  what  the  average  reader  wants  during  these  torrid  days, 
and,  besides,  this  policy  meets  the  approval  of  him  who  pays  the 
bill. 


Y-  5rt)w^jaTb  ■ 


COMMENCEMENT. 

The  annual  Commencement  was  held  on  June  13.  The 
feature  of  the  occasion  was  the  masterful  address  by  the  Hon- 
orable D.  D.  Murphy,  president  of  the  state  board  of  educa- 
tion. We  should  be  glad  to  reproduce  this  fine  discourse,  as  no 
mere  report  can  do  it  justice.  Mr.  Murphy,  however,  as  is  his 
wont,  spoke  without  notes,  and  no  manuscript  is  available.  For 
the  following  account  of  Mr.  Murphy's  address  we  are  indebted 
to  the  Dubuque  dailies : 

The  Honorable  D.  D.  Murphy  of  Elkader,  president  of 
the  state  board  of  education,  delivered  the  commencement  ad- 
dress at  Dubuque  college,  Tuesday  morning.  Hundreds  of 
friends,  faculty  and  student  body  assembled  in  the  college  the- 
atre at  nine  o'clock,  where,  with  the  capped  and  gowned  mem- 
bers of  the  college  senior  class  and  the  large  class  of  academi- 
cians seated  on  the  stage,  the  commencement  exercises  took 
place.  Archbishop  J.  J.  Keane  presided  and,  after  a  march  by 
the  string  quartette  and  a  selection  by  the  vested  choir  octette, 
conferred  the  degrees. 

You  young  men  are  to  be  the  leaders  of  the  coming  age, 
the  Hon.  D.  D.  Murphy  said,  addressing  the  students  receiving 
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their  degrees.  The  educated  people  in  the  world  to-day  are,  as 
they  always  have  been,  the  leaders,  and  you  will  have  to  take 
the  part  of  those  who  know  whereof  they  are  speaking,  in  the 
community  into  which  you  go.  This  is  the  day  of  the  expert. 
No  one  can  now  command  attention  who  is  not  able  to  speak 
with  accurate  knowledge,  and  though,  as  I  understand  it,  your 
study  here  has  not  been  a  preparation  for  any  particular  line  of 
work,  it  is  something  better ;  you  have  laid  the  foundation  for 
further  study,  for  the  particular  line  in  which  you  intend  to  go. 
The  expert  is  apt  to  be  a  very  narrow  man ;  he  is  likely  to  know 
nothing  but  his  specialty;  but  with  the  training  you  have  re- 
ceived here,  you  will  have  broad  views  of  life  and  appreciation 
of  all  that  is  great  and  worthy. 

The  speaker  outlined  very  forcibly  what  the  manner  of 
procedure  of  the  men  going  into  their  respective  communities 
should  be.  "Begin,"  he  said,  "by  preparing  yourselves  in  the 
best  way  possible  for  the  work  you  mean  to  take  up.  Then  go 
into  the  work  anywhere  you  get  a  chance.  Think  nothing  at 
first  of  the  compensation,  but  only  of  putting  your  best  into  the 
job.  Work  for  all  that  is  in  you,  let  the  people  of  your  com- 
munity see  that  you  can  do  what  you  profess  to  do.  In  this 
way  you  will  gain  the  confidence  of  the  people  of  your  com- 
munity, without  any  effort  on  your  own  part  to  push  your- 
selves. Then  when  the  day  comes  that  the  people  need  some 
one  to  lead  them,  you  will  be  chosen.  And  you  will  be  given  an 
opportunity  to  work  in  things  that  really  matter.  You  will 
have  a  chance  to  shape  the  affairs  of  your  time." 

The  age  that  has  passed  has  been  the  greatest  scientific  age 
in  the  world's  history,  but  it  has  been  an  age  in  which  men  have 
forgotten  that  scientific  and  material  advances,  were  only  means, 
whereas  they  have  taken  them  for  ends.  In  the  age  that  will 
follow  this  great  catastrophe  in  Europe  which  forms  the  close 
of  the  age  that  has  gone  before  us,  there  will  be  great  social  re- 
adjustments, not  only  in  Europe  but  in  this  country  as  well.    It 
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is  said  that  the  spirit  of  scientific  sociology  will  mark  the  age 
to  come.  You  young  men  are  fortunate  to  be  able  to  live  in  that 
coming  age.  There  is  nothing  gained  by  condemning  your  own 
time.  The  leader  is  the  man  who  can  detect  the  tendencies  of 
his  age  and  direct  it  whither  it  should  go.  You  have  been  given 
here  the  power  to  work,  and  the  power  of  expression,  to  tell 
what  you  see.  May  it  be  your  lot  to  go  ahead  as  leaders  in  the 
great  movements  to  come. 

Whether  the  world  will  move  toward  good  or  evil  depends 
on  the  philosophy  of  the  people.  The  world  war  going  on  in 
Europe  is  the  result  of  a  philosophy  built  on  materialism, 
selfishness  and  hate.  Men  thought  they  could  set  aside  the 
philosophy  of  Christ  and  make  a  better  one  of  their  own.  The 
training  you  have  received  here  is  the  one  best  adapted  to  pre- 
pare you  for  the  world  into  which  you  are  going.  You  know 
that  a  right  philosophy  must  be  found  in  the  gospel  of  Christ, 
the  Savior.  Self-control  and  self-reliance  have  been  taught 
you.  You  know  the  meaning  of  that  phrase  of  Goethe  which 
says  that  the  greatest  thing  to  know  in  life  is  that  we  must  re- 
nounce. 

The  degree  of  bachelor  of  arts  was  conferred  on  John  J. 
Buzynske,  Clarence  J.  Dolan,  Russell  J.  Fenton,  Frank  J.  Gal- 
vin,  Ferdinand  J.  Georges,  Raymond  F.  Gorman,  Louis  J 
Grunewald,  James  P.  Hamill,  Hubert  E.  Heitman,  Aloysius  M 
Hoffmann,  James  D.  Mahoney,  Marcus  H.  Mullany,  Robert  A 
Ormsby,  Frank  J.  Rochford,  Joseph  W.  Rhomberg,  William  J 
Russell,  Claude  A.  Savage,  Luke  B.  Striegel,  Joseph  F.  Wiehl 

The  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Letters  was  conferred  on  Pat- 
rick F.  Dolan  and  Carl  G.  Mulgrew. 

The  college  conferred  honorary  degrees  as  follows : 

Master  of  Arts — The  Rev.  Norbert  C.  Hoff,  Helena,  Mon- 
tana, William  K.  McKay,  Chicago,  Charles  Emille  Dorais, 
Martin  E.  Morrissy. 


EXECUTIVE  STAFF  OF  THE  DRAMATIC  CLUB. 


Robert  Ormsby,  Assistant  Stage  Manager  Louis  Welter,  Prompter  Arthur  Garside,  Master  of  Lighting 

William  Russell,  Stage  Manager  Rev.  I.  J.  Semper,  Director  Bertram  Walker,  Master  of  Properties 

George  Cantillon,  Asst    Property  Master         Jerome  Huinker,  Asst.  Stage  Manager         Richard  Canti'lon,  Sec'y. 


Joseph  Mullen,  Tenor;  Joseph  Brinkmann,  Pianist;  Edw.  Crosby,  Tenor;  Harold  Stringer,  Violinist. 
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Bachelor  of  Arts— The  Rev.  John  J.  Wiehl,  O.  S.  M.,  Al- 
fred A.  Hoffmann,  M.  D. 

Academic  honors  for  the  completion  of  the  course  were 
given:  Leo  Benz,  Carl  Cunningham,  Walter  Dawson,  Bernard 
Doran,  Iraneus  Doyle,  Harold  Frakes,  Loyola  Glass,  Raymond 
Hesselman,  Edward  Hogan,  George  Hummer,  John  Keyser, 
Clarence  La  Certe,  Bedford  Lattner,  Edwin  Loosbrook,  Leon 
Meyer,  John  Moran,  Frank  McCarty,  Henry  Nosbich,  Carl 
Oberhauser,  Henry  Philips,  Henry  Breuser,  Lester  Schulte, 
Robert  Short,  Joseph  Schneider,  Carl  Snopek,  Leonard  Sno- 
pek,  Norton  Sullivan,  Archibald  Ward,  Louis  Welter,  George 
Weiss. 

Further  honors  for  the  year  were : 

CoivivKGE  Department. 

Oratory — Gold  medal — William  B.  Sloan,  '17;  donated 
by  our  Archbishop.  Silver  medal — James  D.  Mahoney,  '16; 
donated  by  Rev.  P.  J.  Gallagher. 

Essay — Gold  medal — William  B.  Collins,  '19;  donated  by 
Rev.  John  Halpin.  Silver  medal — William  B.  Sloan,  '17;  do- 
nated by  Rev.  M.  K.  Norton. 

Short  Story — Gold  medal — William  B.  Sloan,  '17;  do- 
nated by  Rev.  J.  J.  O'Mara.  Silver  medal — Lloyd  McDonald, 
'17 ;  donated  by  Rev.  Enos  Barnes. 

Verse — Gold  medal — John  H.  Mayer,  '17;  donated  by 
Rev.  T.  W.  Drumm.  Silver  medal — Joseph  V.  Ryan,  '17;  do- 
nated by  Rev.  F.  R.  Roney. 

Academic  Department. 

Elocution — Gold  medal — Harry  J.  McCormick,  '21;  do- 
nated by  Rev.  Dr.  Thiltgen.  Silver  medal — Dorrance  T. 
Xoonan,  '22 ;  donated  by  Rev.  J.  J,  Hanley.  Third  prize — 
Richard  M.  Lefebure,  '22. 
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French  Elocution — First  prize — Edwin  J.  Stedem,  '17; 
donated  by  A  Friend.  Second  prize — Thomas  J.  Burke,  '18; 
donated  by  A  Friend. 

Short  Story — First  prize — Leon  N.  Meyer,  '20 ;  the  Fitz- 
patrick  prize.     Second  prize — Thomas  M.  Duffy,  '20. 

Penmanship — $20.00  gold — William  W.  Holub,  donated 
by  Rev.  A.  M.  Clark.  Silver  medal — Francis  P.  Schultes,  do- 
nated by  Dr.  U.  M.  Chesire. 

A  boat  excursion  on  the  Mississippi  is  now  an  annual 

affair.  This  year  the  excursion  was  held  on  May  23.  Although 

the  day  was  cold,  the  boys  were  eager  for  the 
Boat  Trip.  trip>  and  they  made  the  most  of  it        /phey 

started  at  1  P.  M.  Games,  dancing,  and  a  variety  of  improvised 
antics,  killed  the  time  till  supper  was  announced.  Then  the 
viands  were  slaughtered  without  pity  and  without  quarter. 
Small  wonder,  for  the  chill  wind  had  whetted  each  one's  appe- 
tite to  the  point  of  desperation. 

A  small  but  appreciative  audience  witnessed  the  Chinese 
play,  "The  Yellow  Jacket,"  which  was  presented  by  the  Coburn 

Players  in  the  College  Theatre  on  Saturday, 
ine  1  enow        May  27,  under  the  auspices  of  the  Dramatic 

Club.  This  was  the  first  appearance  of  the 
Coburns  at  the  College,  and  their  acting  was  the  most  finished 
of  any  professional  troupe  that  has  appeared  before  the  faculty 
and  students.  The  play  itself,  an  Oriental  fantasy,  full  of 
poetry  and  pathos,  possesses  a  twofold  charm,  due,  first  of  all,  to 
the  beauty  of  the  Chinese  legend  transplanted  to  our  Occidental 
stage  and  bringing  before  us  .the  manners  and  customs  of  a  race 
strangely  unlike  ourselves ;  and  secondly,  to  the  methods  fami- 
liar nowadays  in  our  own  theatres.  The  Chinese  fashion  of 
telling  a  story  on  the  stage  is  not  altogether  unlike  that  which 
prevailed  in  the  playhouses  of  the  Elizabethans,  much  being 
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left  to  the  imagination  of  the  spectator.  As  a  consequence 
"The  Yellow  Jacket"  is  a  play  that  is  just  as  big  as  the  imagina- 
tion oi  the  spectator,  and  as  such  it  gave  rise  to  a  diversity  of 
Opinion  among  those  who  witnessed  the  performance  in  the 
College  Theatre.  All  the  critics,  however,  agreed  in  extolling 
the  uniformly  excellent  acting  of  the  Coburns. 

Archbishop  Keane  administered  Confirmation  in  the  Col- 
lege chapel  on  Sunday,  June  4,  to  a  class  of  twelve  students 

from  the  academy  department.  Before  con- 
ferring  the  sacrament  his  Grace  gave  the  candi- 
dates a  very  helpful  talk  on  the  obligations  that  spring  from 
this  new  relationship  with  Christ.  He  dwelt  especially  on  the 
lay  apostolate  and  the  good  that  can  be  accomplished  by  the 
Catholic  who  is  equipped  by  virtue  and  by  knowledge  of  his 
faith  to  set  the  claims  of  the  Church  effectively  before  seekers 
after  truth. 

The  Seniors  have  the  privilege  of  a  day  out  in  the  woods— 
or  anywhere  away  from  academic  misery.  Usually  they  choose 
Frentress  Lake,  a  pleasure  spot  on  the  Mississippi,  a  few  miles 

south  of  Dubuque.     Providence  was  kind  this 

S  CI 

pernor  wass  year,  and  the  boys  and  their  friends  had  a  per- 
fect day.  Baseball  and  horseshoe  busied  those 
who  kept  dry  land,  wmile  fishing  and  boating  were  preferred 
by  those  aquatically  inclined.  The  meals,  served  under  the 
efficient  supervision  of  Louis  Grunewald,  were  unsurpassable. 
Rumor  has  it  that  "Grunie"  was  once  a  chef  at  the  Waldorf- 
Astoria.  At  any  rate,  his  work  as  kitchen  artist  that  day  was 
beyond  reproach.  The  six  o'clock  dinner  was  somewhat  of  a 
formal  affair.  Father  Clark  presided  as  toastmaster.  Speeches 
by  several  of  the  Seniors  and  by  members  of  the  faculty  fol- 
lowed the  dinner,  and  all  returned  at  9  (or  a  trifle  later)  im- 
pressed by  the  events  of  a  day  that  is  unforgettable. 
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The  quietest,  and  yet  the  greatest,  day  of  all  the  year  is 
Adoration  Sunday.  This  day  marks  the  beginning  of  Com- 
mencement week.     Solemn  Mass  was  celebrated  by  the  Rev. 

Joseph  C.  Willging  of  Helena,  Montana, 
Adoration  Fathers    Ambrosy    and    Bendlage    acting    as 

deacon  and  subdeacon,  respectively.  The  ser- 
mon was  preached  by  Dr.  Kerby  of  the  Catholic  University  at 
Washington.  Dr.  Kerby  understands  the  great  problems  of 
the  day  and  the  Christian  principles  in  which  their  solution 
must  be  sought.  Thoroughly  acquainted  with  human  nature, 
he  knows  how  to  present  deep  truths  so  as  to  captivate  the  ear 
of  boys.  A  more  inspirational  talk  was  never  given  in  the  col- 
lege chapel,  and  we  regret  that  we  have  not  this  discourse  in 
manuscript  form  for  presentation  to  our  readers. 

The  sermon  suggested  the  larger  relations  in  which  good 
and  evil  must  be  studied,  if  character  is  to  be  sturdy  and  life  is 
to  attain  to  the  full  stature  of  Christian  manhood.  In  every- 
day life,  an  action  is  understood  best  by  judging  it  in  the  light 
of  a  trait  that  it  reveals.  A  trait  can  be  estimated  best,  in  the 
light  of  its  place  in  character.  Character  is  measured  best  by 
judging  it  in  relation  to  the  whole  causes  of  good  and  of  evil 
in  the  world.  The  sum  of  God's  dealing  with  the  world  is  in- 
dicated very  simply.  Adam  thwarted  the  original  plan  by 
establishing  a  communion  of  sinners.  Christ  was  sent  to  sub- 
stitute for  it  a  communion  of  saints,  if  this  term  may  be  so  em- 
ployed. 

In  the  communion  of  sinners,  we  find  three  aspects.  The 
act  of  personal  rebellion  in  evil,  which  destroys  spiritual  self 
control,  beclouds  spiritual  ideals  and  suggests  further  rebellion: 
the  outflow  of  evil  influence  from  the  sinner  into  other  lives 
through  example,  influence,  suggestion  and  other  means  of 
social  intercourse  and  action ;  finally,  the  place  that  the  sinner 
takes  in  the  whole  mass  of  the  tradition  of  shame,  evil,  degra- 
dation, misery,  baseness  and  treason  that  flows  down  the  cen- 
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turies  in  defiance  of  God  and  to  the  shame  of  man  forever. 
Jesus  Christ  aims  to  overcome  the  communion  of  sinners  at 
each  of  these  three  points  and  establishes  a  communion  of  saints 
to  replace  it. 

He  aims  first  to  establish  the  heart  in  loyality  and  the  soul 
in  spiritual  peace.  In  personal  sanctity  we  find  obedience, 
loyalty,  self  control,  faith  and  love,  mercy  and  piety,  adorments 
of  the  soul  and  the  heritage  of  the  children  of  God.  Next, 
there  is  the  outflowing  of  spiritual  influence  out  of  the  pure 
heart  and  consecrated  soul  into  other  lives  through  the  media 
of  social  intercourse,  speech,  influence,  example,  exhortations 
and  teaching.  Finally,  they  who  are  pure,  loyal,  obedient  and 
spiritually  minded,  enter  into  the  wonderful  tradition  of  re- 
demption ;  the  tradition  of  holiness,  purity,  zeal,  piety,  service 
faith  and  love  that  comes  down  the  ages  from  the  unexhausted 
fountains  of  Calvary,  marked  by  the  towering  cross  visible 
throughout  the  world. 

If  the  establishment  of  some  such  communion  of  saints 
to  replace  the  communion  of  sinners,  be  in  fact  the  sum  of  God's 
dealings  with  us,  the  work  of  Christian  education  must  be 
located  in  the  process,  and  every  educated  man  must  be  con- 
scious of  his  mission  and  power  in  the  process.  Each  of  us 
should  from  time  to  time,  examine  himself  and  find  out  just 
the  place  which  he  occupies  in  this  transformation.  Thus 
alone,  shall  we  find  our  place,  understand  life  in  its  spiritual 
terms  and  guide  ourselves  safely  in  the  way  marked  by  God's 
will  for  us. 

In  the  evening  Archbishop  Keane  spoke  his  parting  mes- 
sage to  the  students.  The  Thirteen  Hours  Adoration,  he  said, 
was  a  fitting  climax  to  the  blessings  of  the  year.  It  gave  the 
student  a  splendid  opportunity  to  thank  God  for  past  favors, 
to  provide  a  future  store  of  grace  and  spiritual  knowledge,  and 
at  the  same  time  to  pray  for  the  benefactors  of  Christian  edu- 
cation.    These  privileges,  he  insisted,  had  a  corresponding  re- 
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sponsibility  for  each  individual  student.  First,  there  is  respon- 
sibility to  God  for  the  blessings  of  higher  Christian  education. 
These  blessings  the  students  had  enjoyed  during  the  school 
year,  and  hence  their  debt  of  gratitude  and  their  measure  of 
accountability  to  God.  Secondly,  the  student  is  responsible  to 
himself.  Individual  responsibility  requires  each  student  to 
make  the  best  possible  use  of  his  time  and  talents  and  to  profit 
by  the  Christian  ideals  and  principles  kept  constantly  before 
him  throughout  the  year.  Finally,  the  student  is  responsible 
not  only  to  God  and  to  himself  but  to  higher  Christian  educa- 
tion ;  for  he  goes  out  its  representative,  its  graduate,  and  its 
finished  product. 

An  abiding,  active  sense  of  our  manifold  responsibility 
makes  for  character,  and  without  character  there  can  be  no 
real  success  in  life.  The  Archbishop  applied  this  thought  to 
the  missionary  field  and  made  an  earnest  appeal  for  vocations 
to  the  priesthood.  The  European  war  has  necessarily  been 
disastrous  to  vocations.  Scarcely  a  seminary  in  all  Europe  is 
open  today  for  the  education  of  a  priesthood.  In  many  cases 
the  priests  are  going  to  the  front  as  common  soldiers.  Who 
will  supply  the  demand  for  priests  when  this  war  is  over?  The 
world  must  turn  to  America.  And  what  have  we  been  doing  ? 
Sad  to  say,  yes,  to  our  shame  be  it  said,  in  the  fifteen  years  that 
we  have  been  in  the  Philippines  scarcely  one  priest  has  been  pro- 
vided our  island  possessions  to  take  the  places  of  Spanish  Friars 
compelled  to  withdraw.  On  the  contrary,  England,  for  cen- 
turies the  most  intolerant  enemy  of  the  Church,  has  sent  dozens 
of  priests  to  save  the  faith  to  the  Filipinos.  The  Archbishop's 
final  thought  was  that  we  must  awake  to  our  responsibility  in 
this  important  matter,  and  he  announced  that  in  September  two 
Chinese  students  would  enter  the  College  to  make  their  pre- 
paratory studies  for  the  priesthood. 

Adoration  Day  closed  with  a  solemn  procession  and  bene- 
diction of  the  Blessed  Sacrament. 
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The  annual  elocution  contest  for  the  students  of  the  Aca- 
demy was  held  on  the  evening  of  May  29.     The  contestants 

had  practiced  faithfully  for  many  weeks,  and 
elocution  j.|ie  rcsuit  xvas  evident  in  their  splendid  work. 

A  nice  variety  of  suhjects  and  individuality  of 
interpretation  insured  the  event  against  monotony.  The  judges 
awarded  hist  place  to  Harry  McCormick,  second  to  Dorrance 
T.  Noonan  and  third  to  Richard  M.  Lefebure. 

Selection  by  College  Orchestra  - _ _ _ 


The    Littlest    Rebel    - _ Peple 

Bedford  P.  Lattner. 

Zingarella    _ _ _ ~.Anon 

Richard  M.  Lefebure. 

The  Burning  of  Rome  .._ _ Adapted 

Harlan  J.  McCarthy 

Selection  by  College  Orchestra  _ _ „ _ _ 

The  Dawn  of  a  New  Life  „ Davis 

Harry  J.  McCormick. 

How  the  La  Rue  Stakes  Were  Lost Anon 

Dorrance  T.  Noonan 

The  Man  of  the  Hour _..._ Broadhurst 

Louis  M.  Welter. 

Selection  by  College  Orchestra 

Judges:     Hon.  M.  C.  Matthews,  Dubuque,  Iowa. 
Prof.  Joseph  J.  Dreher,  Dubuque,  Iowa 
Hon.  James  Hoff,  Milwaukee,  Wis. 

The  violin  department  of  St.  Joseph's  Hall  gave  a  recital 
under  the  direction  of  Professor  Schroeder  on  May  28.     The 

Professor  is  untiring  in  his  efforts  to  develop 
the  musical  talent  of  the  boys.  That  success 
has  attended  his  work  was  amply  demonstrated  by  this  last 
musical  program  of  the  year.  Master  Clement  Schmidt,  an 
elocutionist  of  merit,  added  variety  to  the  entertainment  by  an 
artistic  reading  of  'How^  Ruby  Played."  Master  Joseph  Brink- 
mann,  a  young  pianist  of  note,  assisted  Prof.  Schroeder. 
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PROGRAM. 


Cavatina  — 
Mazurka  — 
Adoration  .._. 

Pizzicato  

Ave  Maria  ... 


Jiaff 


Mynarski 

Borowski 

Delibes 

Schubert 


Drdla 

Godard 

.DeBeriot 


String  Quartette 

John  Donahoe 
Leonard  Snopek 

Charles  Snopek 

Emmet  Kelly 

Reading — "How  Rubenstein  Played  the  Piano" 

Clements  Schmidt 

M azu r ka  B rillante  

Leonard  Snopek 

Berceuse  „ _ _ 

John  Donahoe 

Grand  Fantasie  _ _ „ 

Charles  Snopek 

Concerto    .. _ _ _... 

Emmet  Kelly 

March _ _ „ 

String  Quartette 

A  little  informal  banquet,  according  to  custom,  was  the 
feature  of  Commencement  eve.     It  was  strictly  a  home  affair, 

no  outsiders  being  present  except  Dr.  Kerby, 
who  having  an  engagement,  was  called  upon 
for  a  few  words  almost  at  the  beginning  of  the  banquet.  He 
responded  in  a  few  sprightly  remarks.  At  the  conclusion  of 
the  meal,  speeches  were  in  vogue.  Each  class  both  of  the  col- 
legiate and  the  academic  department,  had  its  authorized  spokes- 
man. The  college  speakers  toasted  the  Seniors,  and  the  Seniors 
responded  in  the  person  of  their  class  orator,  Carl  Mulgrew. 
The  academic  orators  addressed  themselves  to  the  Fourth  year 
men,  who  on  the  morrow  were  to  receive  their  diplomas  of 
graduation  from  the  Academy.  The  student  speech-making 
over,  nothing  remained  but  to  hear  from  the  very  reverend 
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rector  and  members  of  the  faculty.  Dr.  Gorman,  Father 
Howell  and  Father  Conry  brought  up  the  rear  of  eloquence 
with  timely  and  pertinent  remarks. 


An  innovation  in  the  customs  of  Dubuque  College  took 
place  on  Memorial  Day,  when  the  classes  of  '15  and  '16  colla- 
borated in  the  planting  of  a  tree.    The  student  body  formed  in 

line  at  St.  Joseph's  Hall  and  in  a  procession 
headed  by  the  college  band  and  the  senior  class, 
marched  to  Loras  Hall.  On  Alta  Vista  street  they  lined  up, 
four  deep,  and  Joseph  V.  Ryan,  master  of  ceremonies,  ad- 
vanced to  address  the  gathering.  He  gave  the  purport  of  the 
ceremony  and  commended  the  men  who  saw  fit  to  inaugurate 
a  custom  so  beautiful.  Following  his  speech  the  band  played  a 
popular  air.  John  Dolan  of  Waterloo,  representing  the  class 
of  nineteen  fifteen,  addressed  the  students.  His  words,  enthu- 
siastically received,  were  those  of  a  loyal  and  progressive 
alumnus  speaking  in  behalf  of  a  loyal  and  progressive  class. 

It  was  not  the  privilege  of  the  majority  of  the  members 
of  this  class  to  be  present,  but  some  showed  they  were  not 
absent  in  spirit  by  sending  to  Father  Gorman  missives  expres- 
sive of  their  sentiments.    One  such  was  as  follows : 

"Dear  Doctor  Gorman : — While  regretting  exceedingly 
that  we  shall  be  unable  to  attend  the  arboreal  function  of  the 
coming  week,  it  is  with  genuine  pleasure  not  unmixed  with 
justifiable  pride  that  we  learn  that  our  suggestion  of  a  year  ago 
is  about  to  be  so  fittingly  culminated  by  the  class  of  nineteen 
hundred  sixteen. 

"We  believe  that  sentiments  inspired  by  such  occasions  as 
these  are  among  the  noblest  heritages  that  Alma  Mater  gives 
to  her  children.  Simple  though  they  be  and  easy  of  attainment, 
they  are  the  links  in  the  chain  of  sweet  memories  that  forever 
bind  the  alumnus  to  his  college. 
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"Our  fond  wish  on  this  eventful  day  is  that  the  class  of 
nineteen  hundred  fifteen  may  live  long  and  grow  strong,  and 
that  the  entire  length  and  strength  of  every  day  may  be  directed 
to  the  prosperity  of  our  college. 

"And,  Father  Gorman,  though  we  can  have  no  actual  hand 
in  the  ceremonies  of  the  day,  each  one  of  us  will  formally  im- 
plant in  his  heart  a  tender  sprig  of  love  and  devotion  to  Alma 
Mater.    Our  earnest  prayer  this  day  is  for  her  welfare. 

"Sincerely, 

"The  Class  of  Nineteen  Fifteen  at  the  Saint  Paul  Seminary." 

After  the  reading  of  the  letter,  the  tree  of  the  class  of  '15 
was  formally  planted,  and  a  tradition,  which  will  no  doubt  last 
as  long  as  the  institution,  was  established. 

Another  Waterloo  man  represented  the  class  of  19 16. 
Mr.  Luke  Striegel,  vice  president  of  the  senior  class,  spoke 
with  feeling  and  eloquence  of  the  memorable  custom  that  was 
being  initiated.  The  class,  which  was  soon  to  be  graduated,  had 
chosen  Mr.  Striegel  as  their  spokesman,  and  his  speech  was 
greeted  with  tremendous  applause. 

Mr.  Striegel  said  in  part : 

"Dear  class  members,  is  this  ceremony  and  this  tree  to 
have  a  meaning  for  us?  This  tree  should  be  one  link  in  that 
mighty  chain  which  is  to  join  our  interests  in  future  with  the 
interests  of  Alma  Mater.  For  several  years  she  has  been  a  kind 
and  generous  mother  to  us,  and  we  have  drunk  deep  of  her 
springs.  What  we  owe  her  in  the  future  is  the  heartiest  loyalty 
that  is  in  our  power,  a  loyalty  that  expresses  itself  in  helpful 
deeds.  Every  man  of  this  class,  if  he  is  to  live  up  to  the  spirit 
and  record  which  his  class  has  set  in  the  past,  should  deem  it 
his  privilege  and  his  duty  to  secure  at  least  one  new  student  for 
the  next  scholastic  year.  His  effort,  moreover,  should  not 
se  with  this  year  but  should  continue  in  the  future.  Then 
when  alumni  day  comes  around  each  year,  it  will  be  the  class  of 
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sixteen  which  shall  lead  in  the  number  of  representatives,  and 
whose  representatives  shall  he  the  most  earnest  and  progressive 
i  >f  them  all. 

Doctor  Gorman  in  the  concluding  address  paid  a  tribute 
t<>  the  boys  \\ln>  had  shown  such  admirable  spirit.  It  was  such 
spirit  that  had  made  and  is  making  Dubuque  College  a  center  of 
Learning  whose  fame  is  nation-wide.  In  conclusion  the  national 
hymn  was  sung  by  the  student  body,  accompanied  by  the  band. 

Father  Nolan  is  slowly,  but  steadily,  regaining  strength. 
After  a  stay  of  some  weeks  with  his  brother,  Father  Maurice 

Nolan  of  Iowa  Falls,  he  is  once  more  a  resident 

Father  Nolan.  r  T  TT    ..         «  ,  ...  1 

01  Loras  Hall,  where  he  will  remain  during  a 
part  of  the  vacation.  Faculty  and  students  are  glad  to  have  him 
in  the  midst  of  them  once  more. 

Mr.  Justin  Deery,  a  nephew  of  the  late  John  Deery,  has 
Acknowledge-  our  thanks  for  a  fine  portrait  of  his  uncle, 
ments.  The  benevolent  face  of  our  good  friend,  who 

always  took  a  great  interest  in  the  College,  w7ill  look  down  upon 
us  from  the  walls  of  Clark  Library.  We  also  extend  our  sin- 
cere thanks  to  Air.  W.  J.  Brown  for  many  courtesies  that  shall 
be  kindly  remembered. 

The  Rev.  Charles  J.  Miller,  who  for  two  years  has  been 
specializing  in  science  at  the  Catholic  University,  will  be  a 

member  of  the  college  faculty  in  September,  as 
A       .  associate  professor  of  science.    The  Rev.  L.  B. 

Appointments. 

Kucera,  for  the  past  year  assistant  to  Father 
O'Brien  of  Tama,  has  also  been  appointed  to  the  College.  He 
will  teach  in  the  Academy,  where  he  will  be  assistant  master 
of  discipline. 

Dr.  Coleman  of  Chicago  visited  his  brother  John  and 
A  Visitor.  his  cousin  Father  Howell.    While  here  he  gave 

an  interesting  lecture  to  the  botany  class. 


In  the  death  of  Father  Martin  Murray,  who  went  to  his 
reward  on  May  28,  the  College  lost  a  beloved  alumnus.  For 
two  years  preceding  his  death  Father  Murray  had  been  pastor 
at  Coggan,  where  on  May  31  a  solemn  Mass  of  requiem  was 
celebrated  by  Dean  Toomey  of  Cedar  Rapids,  with  Rev.  John 
Molloy  as  deacon,  Rev.  Thomas  Rooney,  subdeacon,  and  Very 
Rev.  T.  O'Brien  as  master  of  ceremonies.  The  sermon, 
preached  by  Father  Drumm  of  Cedar  Rapids,  was  a  sincere 
tribute  to  a  man  who  for  eighteen  years  had  exemplified  all  that 
is  best  in  the  Christian  priesthood.  Final  services  were  held 
in  Corpus  Christi  Church,  Fort  Dodge,  on  June  2.  Arch- 
bishop Keane  presided  and  spoke  in  most  affectionate  terms  of 
the  noble  priest  whose  loss  he  keenly  deplored. 

The  Spokesman  extends  the  sympathy  of  Dubuque  Col- 
lege to  Father  Murray's  aged  mother  and  the  other  relatives  of 
the  deceased. 


During  the  last  few  weeks  a  number  of  our  alumni  were 
raised  to  the  holy  priesthood.  On  May  25  at  Baltimore  Thomas 
M.  Parle  of  Fort  Dodge,  Iowa,  was  ordained  by  Cardinal 
Gibbons.  On  June  8  Archbishop  Ireland  ordained  Ambrose  J. 
McMahon  of  Green  Island,  Iowa,  and  Martin  T.  O'Connell 
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of  Dunlap,  Iowa.  On  June  17  Archbishop  Messmer  ordained 
William  Goetzinger  oi  Luxemburg,  Iowa,  George  J.  Theobald 
of  Mapleton,  Iowa,  and  Joseph  H.  Schultes  of  Carroll,  Iowa. 
On  the  same  day  Bishop  Dunne  of  Peoria  ordained  Daniel  F. 
Monaghan  of  Ivesdale,  111.  Fathers  McMahon,  Steffen  and 
Gk>etzinger  are  for  the  archdiocese  of  Dubuque,  Fathers  Parle, 
Theobald,  Schultes  and  O'Connell  are  for  Sioux  City,  and 
Father  Monaghan  belongs  to  Peoria  diocese.  Dr.  Gorman, 
rector  of  the  College,  preached  at  the  first  Masses  of  Fathers 
Parle  and  Steffen.  We  acknowledge  a  visit  from  each  of  these 
young  priests,  and  in  the  name  of  Alma  Mater  we  wish  them 
success  in  their  sacred  work. 


That  Mr.  \Ym.  McKay,  managing  editor  of  the  Chicago 

Evening  Post,  appreciates  the  M.  A.  conferred  on  him  by 

Dubuque  College  on  Commencement  Day,  is  evident  from  the 

following  letter : 

Chicago,  June  10,  1916. 

My  Dear  Father  Gorman  : — All  this  week  in  the  stress  of  the  two 
national  political  conventions  in  session  in  Chicago,  I  have  been  unable  to 
reply  to  your  kind  invitation  to  the  Commencement  Exercises  of  Dubuque 
College,  Tuesday,  June  13. 

For  some  days  I  have  been  impelled  to  the  conclusion  that  I  must  send 
my  regrets,  but  have  withheld  such  a  decision  while  any  favorable  chance 
remained.  I  see  now  that  the  Democratic  National  Convention,  which 
opens  in  St.  Louis  Tuesday,  will  demand  that  I  remain  close  to  my  editorial 
duties ;  and  so  I  must  ask  that  you  and  the  members  of  the  faculty  and  the 
student  body  consider  me  present  in  spirit  while  absent  in  person. 

Now,  as  to  the  great  honor  you  have  planned  for  me  in  the  matter  of 
a  degree,  permit  me  to  say,  while  declaring  "Domine,  non  sum  dignus," 
that  I  accept  the  destinction  with  a  heart  overflowing  with  gratitude  and 
an  assurance  of  my  unwavering  loyalty  to  my  Alma  Mater. 

Yours  Most  Sincerely, 

W.  K.  McKay. 
To  the  Very  Rev.  D.  M.  Gorman, 

Rector  Dubuque  College, 

Dubuque,  Iowa. 
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Who  is  the  champion  church  builder  among  our  alumni? 
It  would  seem  to  be  the  Rev.  D.  H.  Dunn,  pastor  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  Church,  Amarillo,  Texas.  Since  his  ordination  sixteen 
years  ago  Father  Dunn  has  built  thirteen  churches,  the  latest  of 
which  is  one  now  under  way  in  Amarillo.  The  May  number  of 
Extension  has  the  following  to  say  about  this  church  : 

"Now  is  indeed  the  acceptable  time  to  help  this  church. 
The  pastor  has  under  his  charge  no  less  than  twenty-two  mis- 
sions, and  it  is  not  difficult  to  realize  that  he  is  a  busy  man. 
But  he  is  convinced  that  the  Catholics  of  Amarillo  need  a  de- 
cent place  of  worship,  and  for  that  reason  he  has  bent  all  his 
endeavors  to  erect  a  structure  suitable  for  the  worship  of  the 
Blessed  Trinity,  and  a  fitting  place  wherein  to  celebrate  the 
Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass." 

Cletus  Miller,  in  the  consular  service  at  Genoa,  Italy, 
would  like  to  see  Dubuque  again.  But  he  writes :  "I  love  my 
work  so  much  that  I  would  not  allow  my  desire  to  see  old 
friends  mar  my  chances  of  success."  He  is  pleasurably  sur- 
prised at  the  growth  of  the  College,  the  progress  of  which  he 
learns  from  Dubuque  papers. 

Fred  Tangney  is  now  managing  a  hotel  at  Algona,  Iowa. 

The  Spokesman  offers  the  sympathy  of  his  Alma  Mater 
to  Paul  McGaheran  of  LaPorte  City,  Iowa,  on  the  death  of 
his  father. 

The  Knights  of  Columbus  recently  held  their  state  con- 
vention in  Dubuque.  A  committee  of  Knights  headed  by  Leo 
Mulgrew  called  to  tender  the  thanks  of  the  organization  for 
the  services  of  the  college  choir  and  college  band  during  the 
convention. 

Gregory  Schacherer  died  at  his  home  in  Colesburg,  <2>n 
July  i.     It  was  only  one  year  ago  since  Gregory  was  among 
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us  hero,  and  he  had  intended  to  resume  his  studies  at  the  Col- 
lege next  September.  His  untimely  death  is  sincerely  de- 
plored by  faculty  and  students. 

The  funeral  was  held  on  July  3.  Dr.  J.  J.  Fitzpatrick  of 
Marshalltown,  an  uncle  of  the  deceased,  was  celebrant  of  the 
solemn  Mass,  Father  Casey  was  deacon,  Father  Rooney,  sub- 
deacon,  and  Dr.  Gorman,  master  of  ceremonies.  The  sermon 
was  preached  by  Dr.  Gorman,  who  as  rector  of  Dubuque  Col- 
lege, had  been  specially  interested  in  our  former  student.  The 
Spokesman  extends  to  sorrowing  parents  and  other  relatives 
the  sympathy  of  Gregory's  Alma  Mater. 

The  card  reads:  "Patrick  David  Mulcahy,  born  June  13, 
19 16.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Carroll  David  Mulcahy,  Des  Moines, 
Iowa."     Congratulations. 

Best  wishes  of  Dubuque  College  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  George 
Rowan,  and  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Albert  Hogan. 

The  marriage  of  George  Louis  Rowan  to  Mabel  Zea 
Alexander  of  Kenosha,  Wis.,  was  solemnized  at  Holy  Cross 
Church,  Chicago,  on  June  20.  Father  D.  D.  Hishen,  also  an 
alumnus  of  the  College,  was  the  officiating  priest.  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Rowan  will  be  at  home  in  Dubuque  after  the  first  of  Oc- 
tober. 

Albert  Hogan  and  Ellen  Teresa  Monaghan  were  married 
June  28,  in  St.  Patrick's  Church,  Kinross,  Iowa,  Rev.  M.  J. 
Hartigan  performing  the  ceremony.  Mr.  Hogan  was  student 
and  teacher  here  up  to  June  13,  and  his  marriage  was  a  sur- 
prise to  his  college  friends.  He  will  have  charge  of  a  consoli- 
dated school  in  his  locality  during  the  coming  year. — Pardon  a 
digression.  An  article  in  this  issue  of  The  Spokesman  from 
Mr.  Hogan's  pen  was  not  handed  in  for  publication,  but  merely 
as  an  extemporaneous  class  exercise.  Perhaps  we  owe  the 
writer  an  apology  for  inserting  this  paper  without  asking  his 
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consent.  Our  defense  is  that  it  will  be  interesting  reading  for 
his  many  friends,  and  maybe  for  others  who  like  literature 
coined  out  of  tense  experience  such  as  falls  to  the  lot  of  the  map 
agent  and  his  itinerant  brotherhood. 

Rev.  T.  Mulligan  of  Eagle  Grove,  Iowa,  and  Rev.  Edward 
Fitzgerald  of  West  Union,  Iowa,  will  be  ordained  to  the  priest- 
hood by  Archbishop  Keane,  in  St.  Raphael's  Cathedral,  on 
July  25.  These  young  men,  both  deacons,  finished  their 
courses  at  the  Grand  Seminary,  Montreal,  in  June.  Recently 
they  were  guests  of  the  College  and  acted  as  ministers  at  a 
solemn  Mass  in  our  chapel,  on  July  2. 

The  untimely  death  of  Joseph  A.  Palen,  who  was  killed  in 
an  auto  accident,  calls  forth  the  deepest  sympathy  of  his  many 
friends  at  Dubuque  College.  To  his  wife  and  children,  to 
our  alumnus,  Dr.  Charles  Palen,  and  to  all  the  sorrowing  rela- 
tives, we  extend  sincere  condolences. 

A  visitor  from  afar  and  one  we  had  not  seen  in  many 
moons,  was  Rev.  M.  Leonard  of  Butte,  Mont. 

We  acknowledge  a  brochure  from  Dr.  J.  J.  Brownson,  our 
senior  college  physician.  This  little  booklet  entitled  "Foreign 
Bodies  in  the  Bronchi,"  is  a  paper  read  by  Dr.  Brownson  be- 
fore the  Dubuque  County  Medical  Society. 

It  was  some  time  since  we  had  seen  Bishop  Carroll,  our 
former  rector,  at  the  College.  Therefore  we  were  all  the  more 
pleased  to  welcome  him  back  to  his  Alma  Mater,  who  watches 
with  satisfaction  his  work  in  the  far  west.  On  Sunday,  July 
9,  he  preached  a  very  effective  sermon  before  the  attendants  at 
our  summer  school.  For  several  years  Bishop  Carroll  has  held 
an  annual  institute  in  his  see  city,  and  he  is  intensely  interested 
in  our  summer  session  at  Dubuque. 
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v.  J.  C.  Willging  o\  Helena,  Mont.,  after  a  vacation  in 
ibuque,  where  he  visited  his  mother,  has  returned  to  his  du- 
ties.   Father  Willging  was  celebrant  of  the  solemn  Mass  at  the 
opening  oi  the  Dubuque  summer  school. 

I  [arney  is  one  of  the  big  men  at  the  Nebraska  U.  He 
is  on  the  staff  of  The  Daily  Nebraskan,  a  publication  that  comes 
to  our  table  regularly. 

The  Very  Rev.  Dr.  Fitzpatrick  of  Marshalltown,  com- 
pleted  twenty-five  years  in  the  priesthood  on  July  12.  His  sil- 
ver jubilee  was  fittingly  celebrated  by  his  parishioners  and 
brother  priests.  The  jubilarian  offered  solemn  Mass,  at  which 
Dr.  Gorman  of  the  College  was  the  preacher.  In  the  evening  a 
rec  n  was  held,  and  a  dinner  w:as  served  to  the  clergy  and 
special  friends.  Dean  Toomey  of  Cedar  Rapids  as  toastmaster 
proposed  the  following  sentiments : 

Our  Holy  Father  Monsignor  Heer,  Dubuque 

Our  Country  _..Rev.  W.  F.  Donahue,  Independence 

Our  Archbishop  Rev.  E.  J.  Dougherty,  Mason  City 

Citizenship  and  the  Clergy  Judge  B.  F.  Cummings,  Marshalltown 

The  Catholic  University  Rev.  Joseph  Kelly,  Moline,  111. 

Our  City -..Mayor  I.  S.  Millard,  Marshalltown 

Dubuque  College  Very  Rev.  Dr.  Gorman,  Dubuque 

Religious  Tolerance „ _ Judge  J.  W.  Willett,  Tama 

College  Reminiscences Rev.  J.  C.  Stuart,  Dubuque 

Good  Fellowship Rev.  B.  F.  Martin,  Marshalltown 

Our  Dean „.Rev.  Francis  Renier,  Ames 

Our  Doctors Dr.  U.  M.  Chesire,  Marshalltown 

The  priests  of  the  deanery  presented  Dr.  Fitzpatrick  with 
set  of  the  Catholic  Encyclopedia,  and  the  members  of  his  par- 
ish gave  him  a  fine  automobile. 

For  years  Dean  Fitzpatrick  was  a  member  of  Dubuque 
College  faculty.  The  Spokesman  in  behalf  of  his  Alma 
Mater  wishes  him  long  years  of  further  service  in  the  Master's 
cause. 


A  French  elocution  contest  was  an  innovation  at  the  Col- 
lege. Dr.  Dress,  who  has  charge  of  the  French  department, 
had  not  intended  to  stage  a  contest  this  year,  but  some  of  his 
students  showed  such  proficiency  in  the  language  that  he  con- 
ceived the  idea  of  a  semi-private  exhibition.  He  invited  the 
faculty  and  a  number  of  outside  friends,  among  them  Arch- 
bishop John  Joseph  Keane,  to  hear  the  boys  interpret  one  of 
the  fables  of  La  Fontaine.  Four  young  men,  namely,  Edwin 
J.  Stedem,  Raymond  F.  Gorman,  Lloyd  P.  McDonald,  and 
Thomas  J.  Burke,  competed  for  prizes  offered  by  friends  who 
desire  their  names  withheld.  Each  contestant  did  very  credit- 
able work.  Father  Stuart  and  Messrs.  Nic  Gindorf  and  Xavier 
Pluem  acted  as  judges.  They  gave  first  honors  to  Mr.  Stedem, 
second  to  Mr.  Burke,  and  third  to  Mr.  Gorman.  While  the 
judges  were  deliberating,  Archbishop  Keane  gave  the  boys  a 
little  talk  on  the  beauties  of  the  French  language. 


The  Holy  Name  Society  held  its  last  conference  of  the 
year  on  May  28.  The  feature  of  the  meeting  was  an  address  by 
Mr.  James  C.  HofT  of  Milwaukee.  It  is  only  a  few  years  since 
Mr.  Hoff,  now  a  successful  lawyer  and  insurance  man,  was  n 
student  in  St.  Joseph's  Hall.  Some  of  his  former  classmates 
were  before  him  in  the  audience.  He  gave  the  boys  a  heart-to- 
heart  talk  that  showed  his  sincere  and  kindly  interest  in  their 
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welfare.  The  average  student,  he  said,  is  in  a  hurry  to  get 
through  his  course,  and  often,  even  when  he  has  an  opportunity 
f>  >r  a  college  education,  he  stops  after  receiving  a  diploma  from 
the  high  school.  This,  he  argued,  is  unwise.  His  own  regret 
is  that  he  did  not  complete  his  college  years.  He  would  have 
the  academy  boys  learn  from  his  experience  and  that  of  others, 
and  nersevere  to  the  end  of  a  college  course  :    Program  : 

Violin   Solo  _ — -..Emmet   Kelly 

Declamation    _ Bernard    Doran 

Vocal  Solo _ Lawrence  Casey 

Dialogue  (Quarrel  Scene,  Brutus-Cassius)  Geo  Weiss  and  Geo  Stemm 

Piano  Duet „ Leon  Meyer  and  Dorrance  Noonan 

"Preparedness"  _ — Maurice  B.  Aspinwall 

Piano  Solo - _ Joseph  Brinkmann 

"The  Business  World  and  the  Holy  Name  Man"  „ Hon.  James  C.  Hoff 

Concluding  remarks — Father  Gorman 

In  the  Freshman  and  the  Junior-Senior  public  speaking 
classes  a  mock  trial  was  the  last  work  of  the  year.  Among  the 
Freshman  Blayney  Matthews  excelled  in  readiness  of  argu- 
ment and  in  keenness  to  detect  a  flaw7.  Dan  Kerby  also  made 
a  good  showing  as  counsel  for  plaintiff.  As  medical  expert 
Raymond  Maybanks  displayed  shrewdness  and  a  knowledge  of 
anatomy.  Cli fiord  McDonald  as  judge  presided  with  dignity 
and  decision. 

Owing  to  lack  of  time  the  Junior-Senior  men  got  no 
farther  with  their  trial  than  the  empaneling  of  a  jury,  but  they 
exemplified  this  process  in  a  correct  and  interesting  manner. 
Judge  Sloan  ruled  on  all  controverted  points  like  one  well 
versed  in  legal  lore. 

Debating  was  the  last  feature  of  the  Sophomore  public 
speaking  class.  Among  those  whose  improvement  in  debate 
during  the  second  semester  deserves  special  mention  is  George 
Thimmisch.  Both  in  matter  and  manner  he  showed  ability 
that  would  impress  any  audience. 


Dubuque,  9 ;  Wisconsin  State  Normal,  3. 

Dubuque,  May  16. 

The  cream  of  Platteville's  diamond  stars  took  a  joy  ride 
to  Dubuque,  May  16,  and,  with  the  mercury  hovering  around 
the  February  mark,  sought  to  ruin  our  reputation.  Unfortun- 
ately for  the  visitors,  they  butted  in  on  a  little  celebration  staged 
by  Giles  Joyce,  who  made  his  debut  as  a  twirler.  The  Cedar 
Rapids  southpaw  dished  'em  up  with  his  sinistral  hand  in  a  real 
stingy  manner,  and  even  then  did  not  seem  to  exert  himself. 
Father  Bendlage,  who  pays  for  our  balls,  had  an  awful  day  of 
it.  In  the  very  first  inning  he  seemed  to  be  sitting  on  pins  just 
because  our  youths  tried  to  knock  the  smokestack  off  the  new 
heating  plant.  "Chief"  Meyer  came  closest  to  it  with  a  triple, 
but  five  others  sent  the  ball  down  safe  channels.  The  scorer 
had  a  real  pleasant  time  with  a  procession  of  youths  pattering 
across  the  pan  just  like  they  strike  the  chapel  stairs  at  6:19  A. 
M-.  Andy  Mann  pulled  a  "boner"  in  the  seventh  when  he  sent 
a  nice  new  ball  into  far  distant  regions.  We  bore  the  loss 
manfully,  since  this  meant  a  home  run  and  we  still  had  another 
ball.  Gaynor  put  the  finishing  touches  to  the  affair,  and  would 
have  done  splendidly  had  he  not,  moved  perhaps  by  afore- 
mentioned weather  conditions,  tackled  a  runner.  Umpire  Jack 
Palmer  appreciated  the  circumctances,  but  ruled  that  it  might 
be  well  if  said  runner  continued  to  perambulate,  which  he  did 
until  he  crossed  the  plate. 
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Dubuque           ab. 

R.    H. 

PO. 

A. 

E. 

Platteville 

AB. 

R. 

H. 

PO. 

A. 

E. 

Kelly,  ss 4 

2     2 

1 

5 

0 

Garns,    3b. 

3 

0 

1 

1 

0 

0 

Russell,    rf.          2 

1     0 

2 

0 

0 

Cramer,    lb. 

.  4 

0 

1 

6 

0 

0 

J.  V.  Ryan,  lb...  4 

2    3 

10 

0 

0 

Roach,  If. 

4 

1 

1 

0 

1 

0 

J.  E.  Ryan.  3b.    2 

0     1 

0 

0 

0 

Beadle,  c. 

4 

1 

1 

10 

1 

0 

Mover,  c.  _ _..  4 

1     2 

8 

0 

0 

Kunzman,  ss. 

_  4 

0 

0 

2 

2 

0 

Mann.  cf.   ._...      .  4 

3    3 

4 

0 

0 

Sanford,  rf. 

4 

0 

1 

0 

0 

0 

Martin.   If.   ...     _.  4 

0    2 

0 

2 

0 

Smith,  2b. 

...  4 

0 

0 

3 

3 

0 

McGaheran,  2b...  3 

0     1 

0 

5 

1 

Pallett,  cf. 

_.  3 

1 

1 

2 

0 

0 

Joyce,   p.  _ 3 

0     1 

0 

0 

0 

Boebel,  p 

1 

0 

0 

0 

1 

1 

Gaynor,  p _.  0 

0    0 

0 

0 

2 

Thompson,  lb.  ...  1 

0    0 

2 

0 

0 

Totals  _ 

...„31 

3 

6  24 

8 

1 

Lacy,  rf 0 

0    0 

0 

0 

0 

Totals 31 

9  15 

27 

15 

3 

SUMMARY. 

Home  run — Mann. 

Three-base  hit— 

-Meyer. 

Two-base  hit — , 

J.  E.  Ryan. 

Base  on  balls — 

Off  Boebel,  ] 

L 

Struck  out — By  Joyce 

,5; 

by  Boebel,  8. 

Hit  by  Pitcher- 

—Kelly,  Lacy 

Umpire — Palmer. 

Dubuque,  o;  Williams  and  Vashti,  i. 

Aledo,  III.,  May,  19. 

Father  Bendlage  led  a  group  of  unsuspecting  young  hope- 
fuls into  the  Prairie  state,  May  19.  We  had  every  intention  in 
the  world  of  severely  chastising  the  Illinois  pastimers,  but  we 
bumped  up  against  the  toughest  proposition  we  have  met  in 
many  moons.  Williams  and  Vashti  had  a  young  slab  wizard 
named  Overlock,  who  used  all  the  curves  of  a  Faber,  all  the 
speed  of  a  Johnson,  and  all  the  numbers  of  our  erstwhile  fence- 
busters.  He  had  everything  in  fact  except  something  on  Cap- 
tain Murphy.  Eddie  pitched  the  best  game  of  his  career,  and 
allowed  but  three  singles.  He  started  out  by  missing  the  plate 
four  times,  and  the  ungrateful  receiver  of  the  free  ticket  pil- 
fered second.  Our  classiest  little  fielder  proceeded  to  imitate 
a  sieve,  and  as  a  result  the  winning  run  crossed  the  plate. 
During  the  contest,  just  fifteen  of  our  men  meandered  to  the 
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pan  only  to  meander  back  again  without  soiling  the  cover  of 
the  sphere.  Twice  we  had  men  on  third,  and  twice  there  were 
demises  in  that  corner  of  the  diamond  because  Overlock  was 
heaving  the  sphere  so  we  could  not  see  it;  and  Coach  Cretz- 
meyer's  youths  have  pretty  good  optics  too.  Our  fans  felt 
well  satisfied  with  the  outcome  of  this  game,  for  there  is  no 
disgrace  in  losing  to  a  team  of  the  class  of  William  and  Vashti. 


Dubuque 


AB.  R.  h.  po.  a.  E. 


21 


Kelly,  ss 4  0  0     0 

Russell,  rf 3  0  110  0 

j.  V.  Ryan,  lb.  ...  4  0  111     0  0 

J.  E.  Ryan,  3b 3  0  0    2     0  0 

Meyer,  c.  .„ „.  3  0  15     0  1 

Mann,  cf 3  0  0     10  0 

Martin,   If 3  0  0    2    0  0 

McGaheran,  2b....  3  0  0    2    0  1 

Murphy,  p 3  0  0    0    5  1 


W.  and  V.       ab.  r.  h.  po.  a.  E. 

Fender,    3b 2  10    2    0    0 

Mee,    ss 3  0  1110 

Overlock,  p 3  0  0    0    0    0 

Burns,  lb 3  0  0     5     0     1 

Bridgford,  cf 3  0  0    0    0    0 

Day,  rf.  2  0  12    0    0 

Dorman,  If 3  0  1110 

Forner,  c 3  0  0  14    3     0 

S  enroll,  2b 3  0  0    2    0    0 


Totals  29    0    3  24    7    3 


Totals  25     1    3  27    5     1 


SUMMARY. 

Base  on  balls — Off  Murphy,  2 ;  og  Overlock,  1. 

Struck  out — By  Murphy,  3 ;  by  Overlock,  15. 

Hit  by  Pitcher — Fender. 

Stolen  bases — Russell,  3 ;  J.  V.  Ryan,  Meyer,  McGaheran,  Fender. 

Sacrifice  hit — J.  E.  Ryan. 

Umpire — Palmer. 


Dubuquk,  13;  St.  Ambrose,  2. 

Davenport,  May  20. 

Either  because  "the-man-from-Egypt"  part  of  our  artillery 
had  considerably  rested  on  the  previous  day,  or  for  some  other 
cause,  the  game  held  on  the  down  State  play  grounds  proved 
to  be  a  farce.  Too  much  Joyce  is  the  explanation.  Our  south- 
paw allowed  his  usual  four  hits  a  game,  but  these  were  well 
scattered.  An  error,  a  double,  and  a  single  gave  the  Ambro- 
sians,  in  the  seventh  round,  two  scores  and  cause  for  rejoicing, 
because  Joyce  is  about  as  liberal  with  his  runs  as  Eather  H. 
with  evening  permissions.     We  started  the  big  "doins"  in  the 
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fourth,  when  five  hits  sent  as  many  youths  wandering  home- 
ward. But  the  two  Ryans  wandered  just  a  trifle  too  slowly, 
-  we  rang  Up  only  three  runs.  A  walk,  two  hits,  and  a  con- 
venient error,  made  the  count  read  five  in  the  seventh.  The 
big  explosion  came  in  the  eighth,  when  the  Davenport  boys, 
who  must  have  been  rocked  to  sleep  on  Dubuque's  liners,  began 
to  juggle  a  few,  and  Coach  Cretzmeyer's  proteges,  who  were 
dubbed  "pets"  after  the  game,  showed  their  pettish  quality  by 
hammering  the  sphere  all  over  the  lot.  Every  one  was  con- 
siderably enthused  by  the  affair  excepting  Coach  Jones's 
players,  who  really  are  among  the  best  in  the  state,  and  Eddie 
Murphy,  who  ably  substituted  for  the  Official  Scoop. 

St.  Ambrose    ab.  r.  h.  po.  a.  e.               Dubuque           ab.  r.  h.  po.  a.  e. 

ss.  4  0  0    0     10  Kelly,  ss 5  10     12    0 

Troy,    cf 4  0  110    0  Russell,  rf 4  2     110    0 

c 3  1  0  17    0     1  J.  V.  Ryan  lb 5  13    4    0    2 

2b 4  12    3    3    0  J.  E.Ryan,  3b 5  12    3    0    0 

Coonan.   lb 4  0  0    5     0    0  Meyer,  c 5  2    2  11     0    0 

lith,  rf 3  0  0    0    0    0  Mann,  cf.  5  12    3     0    0 

(  I'Connor,  If 3  0  10    0    0  Martin,   If 5  2    3     10    0 

Condon.  3b 3  0  0     12    2  McGaheran,  2b....  5  12    2     10 

Wood?,  p 3  0  0    0     10  Joyce,  p 4  2    0    0     10 

Totals  31     2    4  27    7    3  Totals  . 43  13  15  27    4    2 

SUMMARY. 

Three-base  hits — Mann,  Martin. 
Two-base  hits — Russell,  Sheehan,  Martin. 
Struck  out — By  Woods,  12 ;  by  Joyce,  10. 

Dubuque,  12;  Keewatin,  3. 

Dubuque,  May  22. 

The  Florida  champions  had  an  off  day  on  May  22,  on  the 
Clark  Field  diamond.  We  staged  a  track  meet.  The  visitors,  who 
were  not  "next"  to  what  was  coming  off,  wore  regular  base- 
ball togs,  and  played  regular  baseball,  even  going  so  far  as  to 
show  some  of  that  ability  which  has  made  them  famous.  In 
the  fifth  Boutwell  shoved  the  pill  down  safe  channels,  and  was 
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advanced  to  third,  where  "Blondy"  Ryan  hobbled  one,  and 
tried  to  tantalize  Meyer  by  throwing  a  slow  ball  to  retire  the 
runner  at  the  plate.  "Chief"  was  considerably  tantalized  all 
right,  but  Boutwell  was  safe.  Three  scratch  hits  were  bunched 
for  a  counter  in  the  eighth.  Martin  threw  one  of  the  prettiest 
groove  balls  ever  seen  on  Clark  field  in  the  ninth,  but  with  the 
assistance  of  Leath  it  made  a  hasty  exit  from  the  grounds.  Out- 
side of  those  three  sessions,  the  Prairie  du  Chien  nine  was  al- 
most helpless  before  the  curves  of  Martin.  Guyon,  whose 
athletic  fame  is  national,  took  a  poke  at  the  apple  every  time  he 
came  to  bat,  but  we  put  him  out  once — by  fielding  the  ball. 

The  above  mentioned  track  meet  did  not  begin  until  the 
first  inning,  when  our  players  attempted  to  break  the  national 
record  in  pilfering  bases.  Russell  legitimately  wandered  over 
the  sack  route  in  the  first.  Just  to  give  an  inkling  of  what  was 
coming  off,  Meyer  very  illegitimately  appropriated  a  base.  His 
mates  thereupon  got  busy,  and  soon  this  deer-footed  ancient 
Mercury  must  have  hied  himself  to  shady  corners.  Whenever 
any  one  reached  first  he  forgot  to  stop,  and  this  kept  the  scorer 
busy.  In  the  third  the  Keewatin  boys  securely  bound  their 
pedal  coverings  lest  in  the  lawless  manifestation  of  base  run- 
ning, these  should  be  lost.  In  the  sixth  Leath  was  removed  be- 
cause he  had  grown  dizzy  watching  eight  youngsters  dash 
around  the  path.  A  merciful  end  came  when  we  had  galloped 
ourselves  breathless. 

Dubuque           ab.  r.  h.  po.  a.  e.  Keewatin          ab.  r.  h.  po.  a.  E. 

Kelly,  ss .  5  112    2    0            Robertson  2b 4  113     3    0 

Russell  rf 4  12    0    10           McCauley,  c 4  0     17    0    1 

Ryan,  J.  V.,  11)....  5  3    4    9     10            Boutwell,  3b 4  12    0    3     0 

Ryan,  J.  E.,  3b....  4  2    2    0    2     1            Guyon.  ss 3  0    2    3     0     1 

Meyer,  c 4  1     2  13    2    0            Jordan,  cf 4  0    0     110 

Mann,  cf 4  10     10    0            Steele,  lb 4  0     17     10 

Martin,  p 4  12     12    0           Leath,  p 4  1112     1 

Lacy,   rf 4  110    0    0  Critchfield.  rf.  ...  4  0    0    2    0    0 

McGaheran,  2b...  4  1113     1            Monroe,  If 4  0    10    0    0 


Totals  38  12  15  27  13    2  Totals  35    3    9  24  10    3 
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Walsh  in  Pole  Vault. 


Half-mile  Relay  Team:   Mann,  Wilson,  Sweeney,  Kelly. 
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SUMMARY. 

Home  run — Leath. 

Two-base  hits — J.  V.  Ryan,  2 ;  Boutwell. 
Struck  out — By  Martin,  10;  by  Leath,  5. 
Base  on  balls — Off  Leath,  1. 

Stolen  bases— Kelly,  J.  V.  Ryan,  3 ;  J.  E.  Ryan,  2 ;  Meyer,  5 ;  Mann,  3 ; 
Martin,  2;  Lacy,  McGaheran. 


Dubuque,  7;  Upper  Iowa,  3. 
Dubuque,  May  25. 

The  classy  group  of  performers  representing  Upper  Iowa, 
after  being  trounced  in  an  unmerciful  manner  at  Fayette,  came 
to  Dubuque  with  the  intention  of  taking  sweet  revenge.  They 
were  under  the  impression  that  this  was  a  championship  game, 
and  showed  it  by  playing  in  championship  form.  Upper  Iowa's 
infield  at  times  looked  like  a  million  dollar  combination,  and  it 
had  one  youth  whose  capacity  for  covering  ground  was  limited 
by  the  hills  surrounding  Clark  Field.  Our  fans  had  little  fear 
regarding  the  outcome,  for  Captain  Murphy  was  in  the  box. 
Still  they  grew  a  little  wary  when  we  were  unable  to  pile  up  a 
lead  in  seven  innings.  The  Purple  and  Gold  artillery  was  slap- 
ping the  ball  on  the  olfactory  organ,  but  to  find  holes  in  Upper 
Iowa's  defense  was  just  like  finding  needles  in  a  haystack! 
"Blondy"  Ryan,  Mann  and  Martin  collaborated  in  the  second 
round  to  drive  a  run  across,  and  Elkama  and  Belding  did  like- 
wise in  their  half.  Another  tally  was  registered  for  us  when  a 
few  of  Roberts'  slants  bumped  up  against  the  willows  of  Mc- 
Gaheran, J.  V.  Ryan,  and  Meyer.  In  the  seventh  the  bulwarks 
of  Upper  Iowa's  defense,  probably  because  their  hands  were 
blistered,  dropped  a  few,  and  since  we  were  not  passing  up  any 
chances  to  score,  every  miscue  meant  a  run.  Still  the  Fayette 
boys  kept  in  the  game,  and  had  the  count  reading  4  to  3  when 
our  third  sacker  picked  one  out  of  the  atmosphere  in  the  eighth 
and  thereby  stopped  what  looked  like  a  winning  rally.  Then 
Blondy"  Ryan,  Mann  and  Lacy  proceeded  to  make  the  bases 
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look  like  a  5  and  10  cent  store  on  Wednesday  afternoon.  Un- 
fortunately the  Fayette  sluggers  had  considerably  peeved  Cap- 
tain Eddie,  who  was  just  brimming  over  with  vengeance  when 
he  came  to  bat.  He  did  the  house-cleaning  stunt  perfectly,  and 
three  youths  scampered  homeward  on  his  ripping  drive.  That 
ended  the  scoring,  as  Upper  Iowa  could  not  even  intimidate 
Murphy'c  curves  in  the  ninth. 


Dubuque 


AB.   R.    H.    PO.   A.   E. 


Kelly,  ss 5  110 

McGaheran,  2b._  3  10    2 

J.  V.  Ryan,  lb....  4  0    2     1 

J.  E.  Ryan,  3b....  3  111 

Meyer,  c 3  0     0     4 

Mann,  cf. 2  2    0    2    0    0 

Martin,   If 4  0    2    0    0    0 

Lacy,   rf 4  10     111 

Murphy,  p 4  1116    0 


2 

3 

0 

2 
? 


2 
0 
1 
0 
1 


U.     I.    U.  AB.  R.    H.    PO.   A.   E. 

Woodard,  lb 4  0     1  12     1     0 

Manuel,   cf _.  3  10     10    0 

Evans,  If 3  10     0    0     1 

H.    Elkama,   2b.  4  0    0 

E.   Elkama,    rf....  4  1     2 

Belding,  3b.-c.  ...  3  0    2 

Letich,  ss.-c 4  0    0 

Schaper,  c _ 2  0    0 


Roberts,  p 3    0    0    0 


Buhiman,  3b 2     0     10 


2    2  0 

1    0  0 

1  1 

5  2 

0  0 
3  0 

1  1 


2 
4 

2 


Totals  32 


7  27  16    5 


Totals  33    3    6  24  13    5 


SUMMARY. 

Two-base  hits — E.  Elkama,  J.  V.  Ryan,  J.  E.  Ryan,  Martin,  Woodard, 
Murphy. 

Sacrifice  hit — McGaheran. 

Stolen  bases — J.  E.  Ryan,  Buhiman,  Evans,  Belding. 

Struck  out — By  Murphy,  4;  by  Roberts,  7. 

Base  on  balls — Off  Murphy,  2;  off  Roberts,  2. 

Passed  balls — Meyer,  Letich. 

Wild  piches — Murphy. 

Hit  by  Pitcher — Manuel. 

Umpire — Palmer. 


Dubuque,  13;  State  Teachers,  o. 

Dubuque,  May  30. 

About  1,500  fans  gathered  to  see  the  deciding  game  of  the 
Hawkeye  Conference  between  Coach  Cretzmeyer's  champions 
and  our  ancient  rivals,  the  Pedagogues.  Besides  mentioning 
the  antiquity  of  Dubuque's  opponents,  we  are  not  going  to 
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nniit  ourseh  es  by  adding  any  other  adjectives.  In  their  de- 
fense it  must  be  admitted  that  they  fought  gamely,  that  they 
looked  like  ball  players  at  times,  and  that  they  did  not  miss 
every  ball  that  was  batted.  The  reason  for  the  last  statement 
i>  that  a  dozen  clouts  went  where  the  Normalites  were  conspicu- 
ous by  their  absence.  Giles  Joyce  artistically  applied  the  pale- 
hued  paint,  and  stamped  himself  as  a  portside  rlinger  who  can 
compare  with  the  best  in  Dubuque  history.  Two  of  the  four 
bingles  garnered  off  him  were  of  the  flukiest  kind.  "Blondy" 
Ryan  had  a  lonesome  time,  as  only  one  Cedar  Falls  man  reached 
his  station  during  the  alleged  ball  game.  McGaheran,  our  lit- 
tle keystone  king,  enjoyed  himself  very  much,  swelling  his  bat- 
ting average  considerably  by  connecting  safely  three  times. 
Someone  suggested  to  Kelly  that  he  lambast  the  spitball  of  Mc- 
Elhiney  by  means  of  a  "spitbat."  The  experiment  proved  a 
tremendous  success,  the  secret  of  which  is  being  cautiously 
guarded. 


Dubuque           ab.  r.  h.  po.  a.  e. 

Kelly,  ss.  ._ 5  13    2  2    0 

Russell,    rf.    4  110  0    0 

J.  V.  Ryan,  lb....  5  1     0  11  0    0 

J.  E.  Ryan,  3b....  5  12    2  2    0 

Martin,   If 5  12    0  11 

Mann,  cf _ 4  110  0    0 

Meyer,  c 5  2 

McGaheran,  2b....  3  4 


Teachers 


AB.    R.    H.    PO.    A.    E. 


■J 

v3 


Joyce,   p.   2     1     1 


7    0    0 

5     2     1 
1     5     1 


Brown,  3b 4  0  110  0 

Reitz,   c.    3  0  0    6  10 

Dickinson,  cf 3  0  12  0  0 

Grossman,  ss 4  0  0    0  5  3 

Cottan,   lb 4  0  1   11  0  2 

Mackie,  2b 4  0  10  2  0 

Jorgenson,  If 3  0  0    2  0  0 

Way,  rf 2  0  0    0  0  0 

McElhiney,  p 3  0  0    2  4  1 


Lacy,   If. 


0     0     0     0     0    0 


Totals  30    0    4  24  12    6 


Totals  38  13  16  27  12    3 


SUMMARY. 

Three-base  hits — Meyer. 

Two-base  hits — Dickinson,  Russell,  Kelly,  2 ;  Martin,  Brown. 

Sacrifice  hits — Joyce,  2;  Way. 

Stolen  bases — Kely,  2 ;  J.  E.  Ryan,  2 ;  Meyer,  2 ;  Joyce. 

Struck  out — By  Joyce,  3 ;  by  Martin,  1 ;  by  McElhiney,  6. 

Base  on  balls — Off  McElhiney,  1. 

Hits — Off  Joyce,  4  in  8  innings. 

Hit  by  Pitcher — McGaheran. 

Umpire — Palmer. 
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Dubuque,  4;  Lenox,  i. 
Dubuque,  June  i. 

The  Hopkinton  boys  very  quietly  dropped  in  upon  us  sev- 
eral days  before  their  presence  was  generally  anticipated.  We 
had  figured  upon  administering  a  severe  castigation  to  the 
Lenox  pastimers,  who  put  up  a  brilliant  game.  We  did  not 
have  so  easy  a  time  as  the  score  might  seem  to  indicate.  It  was 
the  general  opinion  following  the  contest  that  our  opponents 
were  about  the  classiest  we  had  encountered  among  conference 
teams.  We  cinched  the  affair  in  the  second  round,  when  Meyer 
crossed  the  plate  on  McGaheran's  double.  One  run  does  not 
generally  win  a  ball  game,  but  Martin  was  on  the  mound,  so 
more  scores  would  only  be  superfluous.  "Abe"  retired  thirteen 
men  via  the  strike-out  route,  and  might  have  hung  up  a  record 
had  not  his  mates  been  generous  with  scores.  McGaheran  and 
Kelly  pounded  in  a  few  in  the  sixth,  while  Meyer  had  sent  a 
runner  across  in  the  fourth.  Martin  in  the  later  innings  took 
things  easy,  but  seemed  to  have  the  punch  in  the  pinches.  The 
Lenox  boys  tried  desperately  to  score  and  at  times  deserved  to 
do  so,  but  our  good  fielding  considerably  hampered  their  praise- 
worthy intentions.  We  handed  them  a  marker  in  the  ninth  on 
two  errors,  so  the  Hopkinton  youths  happily  journeyed  home- 
ward. 


Dubuque           ab.  r.  h.  po.  a.  e. 

Kelly,  ss 4  12     12    0 

Russell,  rf 3  0     10    0    0 

J.  V.  Ryan,  lb...  4  0    18    10 

J.  E.  Ryan,  3b....  3  0    0    2    0    1 

Lacy,   If 2  10    0    0     1 

Mann,  cf 4  0    0    110 

Meyer,  c 2  2     1   15     1     0 

McGaheran,  2b...  4  0    2    0    3    0 

rtin,  p 4  0    0    0    4    0 


■     tals  30    4    7  27  12    2 


Lenox               ab.  r.  h.  po.  a.  e. 

H.    Williamson...  4    0  1110 

D.  Wilson  cf 5     0  2     10    0 

Oelke,  p 5     12     13    0 

Bartlett,  3b.  4    0  110    0 

Spence,  2b 4    0  2    2    0    0 

G.  Williamson,  c.  3    0  2  13    0     1 

Barnes,  rf 2    0  0    0    0    0 

Hi-  s.  If 3     0  0     10    0 

P.  Will'mson,  11).  4    0  0    4    2    2 

Joseph,   rf 10  0    0    0    0 


Totals  35     1  10  24    6    3 
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"  SUMMARY. 

Two-base  hits — D.  Wilson,  2;  Spence,  McGaheran,  Oelke. 

Stolen  bases — Kelly,  2  ;  Russell,  J.  V.  Ryan,  Meyer,  McGaheran,  Spence. 

Struck  out — By  Martin,  13;  by  Oelke,  12. 

Base  on  balls — Off  Martin,  2 ;  off  Oelke,  3. 

Passed  balls — Williamson,  2. 

Hit  by  Pitcher — Lacy,  Barnes,  Meyer. 

Umpire — Palmer. 


,* 


HAWKEYE  CONFERENCE  TRACK  MEET. 

What  was  unanimously  declared  to  be  the  biggest  and  most 
successful  track  meet  ever  held  in  our  conference  was  staged 
upon  our  new  athletic  field,  May  27.  Six  colleges  were  repre- 
sented, and  the  number  of  athletes,  which  was  dangerously 
near  the  75  mark,  was  a  poor  second  to  the  quality  of  those 
competing.  Among  those  entered  was  Sol  Butler,  the  colored 
performer  of  national  fame,  whose  ability  was  the  deciding 
factor  in  the  affair,  securing  first  place  for  the  Dubuque  Ger- 
man College  and  Seminary.  However,  the  joy  among  our  lo- 
cal rivals  after  their  commendable  victory,  did  not  exceed  that 
of  the  "Loyal  Five  Hundred."  We  had  expected  to  make  a 
great  showing  because  Coach  Dorais  had  been  working  effect- 
ively to  develop  a  few  youngsters  who  would  maintain  the 
honor  of  the  Purple  and  Gold.  But  even  our  optimists  were 
startled  when  the  German  forces  were  pushed  to  the  limit  to 
in,  and  then  only  by  a  six-point  margin.  The  State  Teachers 
were  a  poor  third,  while  Upper  Iowa,  Buena  Vista  and  Parsons 
finished  in  the  order  named. 

Although  Butler  with  his  twenty-six  points  was  easily  the 
star  of  the  big  cinder  event,  several  sensational  performers 
were  discovered,  who  made  victory  anything  but  easy  sailing 
for  the  big  black  boy.     Raymond  Kelly,  our  own  midget  mar- 
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vel,  nearly  stepped  on  the  well  known  sprinter's  heels  in  the 
ioo-yard  dash.  Not  satisfied  with  this  wonderful  showing,  he 
shattered  the  record  for  the  220-yard  sprint  beyond  all  recog- 
nition. Every  supporter  of  the  Purple  and  Gold  lost  his  dig- 
nit}*  when  this  refined  and  unobtrusive  little  gentleman  topped 
off  the  day's  performances  by  exhibiting  his  pedal  extremities 
to  Butler  in  the  half  mile  relay,  a  race  which  could  not  have 
been  more  thrilling. 

Andy  Mann  was  our  big  point  snatcher.  The  Blooming- 
ton  speed  merchant  took  first  in  the  440,  although  he  had  a 
lively  tussle  with  Mills,  and  just  broke  the  tape  an  inch  ahead 
of  Ray  Sweeney.  He  put  a  dramatic  ending  to  the  mile  relay. 
Although  he  was  at  a  four-yard  disadvantage,  he  burned  up 
the  trail  and  showed  the  dust  to  a  select  field.  Walsh  deserves 
as  much  credit  as  any  of  our  performers.  He  started  out  like 
a  world  beater  in  the  high  jump,  clearing  the  bar  in  beautiful 
fashion.  It  seemed  as  if  he  might  have  an  easy  time  with  this 
event,  but  Sol  Butler  was  very  much  on  the  job,  and  did  not 
give  up  until  Walsh  had  broken  the  conference  record.  The 
Des  Moines  star  halved  honors  with  Brown  in  the  pole  vault. 

Cords  of  the  Delhi  street  squad  proved  himself  a  most  un- 
sociable fellow.  He  left  his  long  distance  rivals  so  far  behind 
him  that  he  had  to  take  their  dust  in  the  finish.  Only  in  the 
half  mile  was  he  closely  pressed,  and  then  Treston  was  unable 
on  account  of  the  loose  condition  of  the  track  to  stand  the  pace. 

Five  records  received  fatal  treatment.  Moreover  the 
performances  of  Walsh,  Kelly,  Fulton,  Nagle  and  Sol  But- 
ler, were  imbued  with  the  record-making  spirit.  Fulton 
knocked  the  stuffings  out  of  the  shot-put  mark,  Nagle  did  like- 
wise in  the  discus  event,  and  Butler  came  dangerously  near  the 
state  record  in  the  broad  jump,  sailing  through  the  atmosphere 
a  distance  of  nearly  23  feet. 

100-yard  dash — Sol  Butler,  Dubuque  German;  Kelly,  Du- 
buque;  Dodds,  Dubuque  German.    Time  10:1. 
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One  mile  run — Cords,  Dubuque  German  ;  Simons,  Parson; 
Crouch,  Buena  Vista.    Time 4:57 2-5. 

[20-yard  high  hurdles — S.  Butler,  Dubuque  German; 
Hersey,  Teachers;  Johnson,  Teachers.    Time  17:1. 

220-yard  low  hurdles — S.  Butler,  Dubuque  German;  Her- 
.-.  Teachers ;  Arends,  Dubuque  German.    Time  28. 

440-yard  clash — Mann,  Dubuque;  Sweeney,  Dubuque; 
Mills,  Dubuque  German.    Time  56  2-5. 

Half  mile — Cords,  Dubuque  German;  Treston,  Dubuque; 
Simons,  Parson.    Time  2:12. 

220-yard  dash — Kelly,  Dubuque ;  Mann,  Dubuque ;  Hemp- 
hill, Teachers.    Time  23  3-5. 

Half  mile  relay — Dubuque;  Dubuque  German;  Teach- 
ers.   Time  1  .'40 13. 

Two  mile  run — Cords,  Dubuque  German ;  Cooper,  Teach- 
ers ;  Crouch,  Buena  Vista. 

Mile  relay — Dubuque ;  Dubuque  German ;  Teachers.  Time 
3:57:i- 

Pole  vault — Walsh,  Dubuque,  and  Brown,  Teachers,  tied 
for  first ;  Wright,  Teachers  and  Keesey,  Parsons,  tied  for  third. 
Height  9  feet  9  inches. 

Shot-put — Fulton,  Buena  Vista ;  S.  Butler,  Dubuque  Ger- 
man; Flaherty,  Dubuque.    Distance  39  feet  2  1-4  inches. 

High  jump — Walsh,  Dubuque;  S.  Butler,  Dubuque  Ger- 
man.   Height  5  feet  6  inches. 

Discus  throw — Letich,  Upper  Iowa;  Nagle,  Upper  Iowa; 
Kipp,  Dubuque.    Distance  122  feet  7  inches. 

Broad  jump — S.  Butler,  Dubuque  German;  Mann,  Du- 
buque ;  B.  Butler,  Dubuque  German.    22  feet,  1 1  inches. 
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LOOK  HERE ! 

It  will  delight  the  fans  to  know  that  at  a  recent  meet  held 
in  DeWitt,  la.,  Kelly  broke  the  state  (some  say  the  world's) 
record  in  the  200-yard  dash,  running  that  event  in  19  1-5  sec- 
onds. He  broke  the  world's  record  also  in  the  ladder  climb. — 
And  now  what's  a  ladder  climb?  The  climber  runs  fifty  feet 
and  then  climbs  a  twenty-foot  ladder.  Kelly  did  the  trick  in 
5  2-5  seconds.  Coach  Dorais  was  there  to  pat  his  protege  on  the 
back. 

A  sequel  to  the  track  meet :  For  two  years  everyone  has 
wondered  why  Andy  Mann  didn't  play  football.  There  was  a 
reason;  his  papa  wouldn't  let  him.  Andy  was  awfully  young, 
and  the  game  was  awfully  rough.  But  his  pa  told  him  that  if 
he  won  a  first  and  a  second  in  the  track  meet,  he'd  let  him  play 
next  Fall.  Andy  worked  like  a  Trojan.  He  won  a  first  and  a 
second.  Ergo  in  September  Coach  Dorais  will  show  young 
Andy  how  to  don  the  moleskins.    Then  watch  our  handy  Andy. 

"Abie"  writes  thus  of  "Blondie"  : 

"BeondieV  Alibi. 

Some  things  there  are  impossible, 
Perhaps  you  may  say  "No ;" 
But  here  is  one  I'll  give  to  you, 
And  you'll  admit  'tis  so. 

Whenever  "Blondie"  boots  a  ball, 
Or  misses  some  nice  fly, 
You'll  never  fail,  if  you're  around, 
To  hear  his  alibi. 

J* 

As  we  go  to  press,  a  special  from  Minneapolis  informs  us 
that  Dan  Patch  has  just  died  at  Savage  Farm.  In  his  day  Dan 
was  a  speedy  chap — something  like  our  Kelly. 


Our  parting  salute — what  shall  it  be?  We  have  given  our 
brother  and  sister  exchanges  their  meed  of  praise.  At  any  rate, 
we  have  given  far  more  praise  than  blame.  That  was  our  set- 
tled policy.  Often  we  were  tempted  to  harp  on  faults,  but  our 
benevolence  asked:  Cai  bono?  Amateur  journalism  must  be 
faulty — else  it  ceases  to  be  amateur.  We  have  taken  for  granted 
that  the  managers  of  college  papers  see  the  flaws  of  their  re- 
spective publications.  We  know  that  student  contributors 
often  submit  manuscripts  that  lack  thoroughness  and  finish,  and 
that  if  we  held  their  imperfections  up  to  view  we  would  be  tell- 
ing them  what,  in  most  cases,  they  themselves  saw  quite  as 
well  as  we.  And  yet  the  ex-man  who  does  his  duty  can  not  al- 
ways be  silent  concerning  faults.  Perhaps  we  have  cultivated 
this  kind  of  silence  overmuch.  Now,  to  even  matters,  as  we 
make  our  bow  to  the  world  of  college  journalism,  we  shall 
speak  not  of  virtues  but  of  faults.  And  first  the  faults  of  the 
ex-man. 

What,  an  ex-man  guilty  of  faults!  Yes,  gentle  reader, 
even  the  ex-man,  he  that  smites  all  literary  sins,  is  himself  not 
impeccable.  A  few  exchange  editors  are  altogether  too  dog- 
matic. They  have  never  learned  of  Pope  to  "speak,  though 
sure,  with  seeming  diffidence."    The  ex-man  often  feels  a  great 
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temptation  to  be  oracular,  but  dogmatism,  he  should  re- 
member, is  not  becoming  in  the  youthful  critic.  An  exhibition 
of  bad  taste  in  him  who  is  ex-officio  arbiter  elegantiarum  gives 
a  special  jar  to  one's  literary  sensibilities;  and  dogmatism  is 
bad  taste.  The  utility  of  understatement  might  profitably  be 
studied  by  those  who  want  to  win  a  reputation  for  the  punch. 

Other  ex-men  seem  to  think  that  the  all-sufficing  equip- 
ment of  a  critic  is  ability  to  find  fault.  The  aim  of  such  men 
seems  to  be  to  say  harsh  and  clever  things.  We  have  in  mind 
an  ex-man — and  he  is  typical  of  a  certain  class — who  recently 
reviewed  one  of  the  most  attractive  ladies'  magazines  that  come 
to  our  table.  His  purpose,  evidently,  was  not  to  seek  what  he 
might  commend,  but  to  pick  flaws.  Reading  his  review  of  this 
magazine,  one  not  acquainted  with  the  journal  would  be  led  to 
believe  that  it  must  indeed  be  away  below  the  standard ;  whereas 
it  is  quite  as  readable  as  the  ex-man's  own  literary  product.  To 
give  a  sample  of  this  ex-man's  method:  He  quotes  Shelley's 
definition  of  poetry  and  then  proceeds  joyfully  to  condemn  all 
the  verses  of  school  girls  because  they  do  not  measure  up  to  the 
severe  standard  set  by  that  vessel  of  poetic  inspiration.  We 
were  slightly  angry  with  our  fellow  editor  at  the  time  (we  are 
not  angry  now),  and  we  felt  like  asking  him  how  his  own  met- 
ers would  square  with  Shelley's  defiinition  of  poetry.  In  his 
fault-finding  this  ex-man  completely  ignores  the  principle  of 
relativity.  He  expects,  if  you  take  his  words  at  their  face  value, 
immature  boys  and  girls  to  write  like  Keats  or  Shelley. — Hold 
the  highest  standards  before  the  amateur,  but  don't  be  shocked 
if  his  work  falls  below  your  standards.  Here's  a  tip  for  the 
confessor  of  such  an  ex-man :  As  a  penance  enjoin  him  to  write 
one  genuine  poem  each  day  until  his  next  confession. 

The  real  critic  is  not  a  cynic  or  a  knocker.  He  is  sympa- 
thetic. Lack  of  sympathy  unfits  not  a  few  ex-men  for  their 
task.  No  intelligent  critic  will  contend  that  there  is  much  real 
poetry  in  college  journalism.     To  be  sure,  one  whose  taste  is 
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kcm  to  appreciate  the  beauties  of  the  masters  will  find  amateur 
verse  makers  insipid,  to  say  the  least.  There  are,  however,  in 
many  a  college  paper  tolerable  stanzas  that  promise  better 
things.  The  ex-man  who  finds  in  such  efforts  nothing  to  com- 
mend  is  prejudiced  against  poetry  itself,  and  on  investigation  it 
may  be  found  that  Ins  own  journal  does  not  specialize  in  poetry. 

A  similar  fact,  moreover,  appears  in  the  attitude  of  certain 
ex-men  toward  the  student  fictionist.  Some  journals,  as  a  mat- 
ter of  policy,  eschew  the  short  story  altogether.  Seldom,  if 
ever,  does  the  ex-man  on  such  a  journal  review  a  story  with 
understanding  and  sympathy.  Either  he  condemns  every  spe- 
cies of  short  story  qua  talis,  or  he  is  prepossessed  in  favor  of 
one  kind  of  story  (it  may  be  the  kind  he  writes),  and  condemns 
all  other  kinds  as  weak  and  puerile.  Often  it  is  plain  from  his 
comment  that  he  is  incompetent  to  discriminate  between  a  story 
of  action  and  one  of  character  or  emotional  effect.  Again,  who 
has  not  observed  that  the  ex-man  who  is  most  prone  to  seek  out 
the  faults  and  to  ignore  the  merits  of  his  fellow  writers,  some- 
times manifests  in  his  own  style  a  weakness  more  glaring  than 
the  defects  he  aims  to  cure  in  others? 

So  much  for  the  ex-man's  faults.  Now  for  the  faults  of 
the  student  contributor.  Doubtless,  he  hears  these  discussed  in 
the  classroom  ever  and  anon.  Yet  some  of  them  he  is  slow  to 
see.  We  believe  that  the  most  general  fault  of  the  student 
writer  is  one  which  he  seldom  recognizes  as  a  fault.  The  Bos- 
ton College  Stylus  hits  this  fault  when,  speaking  of  college 
poetry,  it  says:  "Why  is  college  magazine  poetry  so  conven- 
tional ?  Is  it  because  student  writers  do  not  keep  abreast  with 
the  literary  tendencies  of  the  day  ?  Why  do  the  pages  of  our 
college  journals  contain  the  writings  of  no  imagist-in-embyro? 
Why  doesn't  someone  experiment  with  vers  libref  Why  do 
students  so  seldom  try  metres  of  their  own  instead  of  the  con- 
ventional sonnet  and  iambic  tetrameter?" 
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This  is  the  very  thing — barring  the  plea  for  vers  libre — 
that  we  have  often  thought  and  said,  though  we  never  put  it 
down  in  print.  Conventionalism  is  the  bane  of  student  compo- 
sition. And  yet  we  think  the  Stylus  offers  but  a  paltry  substi- 
tute for  conventionalism  when  it  suggests  vers  libre  as  a  me- 
dium of  poetic  expression.  It  pleads  the  exchange  of  more  dig- 
nified and  standard  forms  of  verse  for  a  form  that  is  done  to 
death  in  the  average  periodical  and  in  the  daily  press.  College 
men  of  our  day  may  have  succeeded  with  novel  forms.  We 
have,  however,  yet  to  record  the  bit  of  student  vers  libre  that 
impressed  us  as  having  any  special  artistry.  Let  us  get  away 
from  the  tedious  quatrain  and  the  tame  tetrameter,  let  us,  if  the 
spirit  moves  us,  experiment  with  vers  libre  till  we  have  pro- 
duced something  worth  while;  but  we  have  no  need  to  turn 
from  such  artistic  things  as  the  sonnet  and  kindred  forms  in 
order  to  give  the  world  a  song  that  sings.  What  makes  valid 
the  indictment  against  student  bards  is  not  that  they  are  con- 
ventional in  form,  but  conventional  in  content.  Shakespeare, 
Milton,  Tennyson,  Wordsworth, — all  our  masters  of  verbal 
music,  have  demonstrated  the  possibilities  of  the  always  timely 
sonnet.  Maurice  Francis  Egan,  whose  opinion  is  worth  some- 
thing, says  that  one  who  can  write  a  perfect  sonnet  can  write 
anything.  To  every  aspiring  bard  we  would  say :  Don't  despise 
the  noble  old  forms  until  you  have  created  something  better,  or 
at  least  as  good.  Fill  the  old  forms  with  thought  and  feeling 
and  imagination  drawn  not  from  the  trite  world  of  convention, 
but  from  the  bright  fresh  world  of  youthful  fancy,  and  they 
who  have  ears  can  not  choose  but  hear. 

But  conventionalism  is  not  confined  to  the  field  of  poetry. 
Tt  characterizes  the  student  essay,  and  especially  the  student 
story.  The  explanation  is  not  far  to  seek.  As  a  rule  the  stu- 
dent's thought  is  not  the  result  of  his  own  observation  and  ex- 
perience. He  gets  it  second-hand,  and  justifies  his  getting  by 
appeal  to  the  old  saw  :  Nothing  new  under  the  sun.    As  for  the 
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essay,  it  is  hard  for  the  amateur,  unless  he  be  an  Emerson,  to 
escape  conventionalism.  His  observation  and  experience  are 
not  sufficiently  large  and  varied  to  furnish  the  basis  for  thought 
that  is  individual  at  once  and  new.  And  because  this  fact  is 
recognized  both  by  him  and  his  preceptors,  he  is  likely  to  exert 
too  little  effort  in  the  direction  of  originality.  Few  student  es- 
sayists are  conscious  plagiarists,  but  one  who  is  familiar  with 
their  sources  of  reference  can  see  that  too  often  their  work  is 
little  short  of  mere  transcription. 

For  the  student  story  writer  who  sins  by  conventionalism, 
there  is  less  excuse.  His  work  is  mainly  in  the  field  of  the 
imagination.  So  long  as  he  obeys  the  laws  of  poetic  truth  and 
poetic  justice,  his  vision  is  unlimited,  and  his  hand  is  free.  He 
need  not  depend  on  the  experience  of  others.  Yet  here  is  pre- 
cisely where  he  fails.  He  reads  the  stories  of  other  flctionists, 
— some  standard,  and  some  basely  cheap;  he  is  impressed  by 
the  aspects  of  life  that  he  habitually  sees  at  the  picture  show; 
and  the  results  of  his  reading  and  seeing  he  attempts  to  re-cre- 
ate in  a  story  of  his  own.  He  overlooks  the  better  sources  of 
inspiration.  Every  day  he  mingles  with  red-blooded  youths, 
each  one  of  whom  furnishes  a  study  of  human  nature  up-to- 
date  ;  every  day  he  finds  himself  in  the  intense,  dramatic,  serio- 
comic, inspirational  swirl  of  college  life.  This  for  him  is  the 
great  reality.  And  yet  his  experiences,  as  reborn  in  fiction,  are 
of  men  and  things  outside  this  impressively  vital  world. 

To  a  certain  degree  conventionalism  is  helpful.  The  ama- 
teur admires  the  work  of  a  Wordsworth  or  a  Newman.  At 
first  he  strives  to  produce  something  like  it,  then  to  equal  it, 
and,  finally,  to  better  it.  In  this  process  there  is  a  point  where 
imitation  ceases  and  originality  begins.  The  student  writer 
must  needs  be  in  some  sense  a  conventionalist.  His  weakness 
lies  in  yielding  too  much  to  convention ;  in  making  too  little  use 
of  his  personal  resources  of  invention  and  thought  and  word. 
And  isn't  that  the  bother  even  with  the  professional? 
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